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PBEFACK 



As a miaer loves Ms gold, as a tender mother her only child, 
even so love 1 my Mute, and though the wild flowers it has been 
my lot to cull he but at the bate of the lofty hill of PiRNABsns, 
yet they are not lesa dear, nay, they are perhaps dearer. Love 
ever regards with a tender care, a more vatidiiHil interest, that 
which clings to it fbr protection and sopport. From the simple 
store my Lj're has produced, I select a few to present to my 
fiieudfi ; and althotigb I fear the sadness of my lay will not find 
its way to the hearts of the many — yet, I trust, even they will 
pardon, and in some measure, foi^et its melancholy in its truth. 
Were the quiet and pensive Dove to echo the loud and joyous 
note of the Lark, or the grave Owl to borrow the gay plumage 
of the Peacock, such an assumptaon would be hut a mockery, 
and sit ill upon tiiem — "Ordtru Htaven'i first'laa" — I trust, 
therefore, my Uttle Book will not meet with utter neglect, should 
it be fortunate enough to gun approval in any other respect, 
because it breathes a deep and plaintive strain. Flowers, the 
wild and uncultivated, are not the less sweet that they aie 
sprinkled with dew. 

Warwick, June, 1846. 
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Z U L E I K A. 



" I uk ao idle, norldlj fame, 
Hiae ii » higher, halier aim, 
That bids me hope 1 jet may claim 
Tbe praiM* of the good aod vriM, 
The frieudahip of the fitvi I prize." 

His« G. Bbnnst. 



oogbt of happinew 

In the 'NiSBOW Way.'" 



Mi Ljre, mj much-4oTed Lyre, how strong the ^ell 
WMch binds m; soul ia its despfur to thee ! 

To thy wild strains I maj not bid farewell ; 
Thou art a solace in Ume hours to me ! 

I woo thee now ; and though my simple laj 
Wins me not men's applause, nor vain renown, 

I seek a higher mandate to obey, 
And in thy dreams, fair Poesy, my sorrows drown. 
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Tliough mine huth been a sad and chequered lot. 
And in its wildest, weakest, darkest mood, 

Mj gpirit eT*!! th; aootliiitgB hath forgot, 
Nor Mtw one ray to cheer laj solitude, 

Those hours are past ; and now I seek to gain 

(Those quenchless j^amings, not destroyed — subdued) 

A power my falt'ring nature to sustain, 
\ nerve my fate to bear with calmness, fortitude. 



Then hence, away, ye visions of the past. 

Let higher hop^s and holier thmight* inspire ! 

To winds and waves he all thy tiud dreams cast ; 
Alone the Poet's hope, the ACnstrers fire. 

Shall prompt the burning lay ! — the high desire 
My ardent heart shall lay upon thy shrine. 

Its deep devotion — and round thee, my Lyre, 
With on impassioned zeal Fame's deathless laurels t 



And y«t I heed not but for thee the wreath 
Which e'er must bind an aching — lonely brow. 

In deserts wild, lone dell, or distant heath, 
Thou couldst respond as softly to my vow ; 

But, and if one green leaf my verse obtain, 
I wilt not spurn, hut, like the faithful dove, 

I'll bear it to my ark of rest again, 
An earnest of reward more pure, more sweet, above. 
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Come, then, raj loved harp, to embowering; eh&des 
I'll bear thee, to awtdce th; muuc w!ld. 

Where no rude step the hallowed cdm invades. 
But nature rears her otbpring fair and mild ; 

Witere viewless h^^ wave the m^ic wand. 
And smiling, ^eet the Po^i gifted strain ; 

111 touch thy trembling strings, with ardour fond, 
Thj MMUpvring melodies nought shall restrun. 



My song shall tell of one, who ^m her birth 
Had been of wayward destiny the apmrt, • 

No household joys endeared the social hearth ; 
A lonely outcast, most she loved to eoort 

The silent shade, and ev'a the forest wild, 

With tangled shrubs and rank weeds overgrown. 

To soothe the passions of stem Sorrow's child 
A nameless charm possessed ; the wild winds' restless mi 



Harmonieed with her spirit's lofty ton^, 

Which, brooding o'er her wrongs, nntamed and free 
Sought the far solitudes, where QoD alone 

Approved her heart's untutored melody ; 
Her dark eye with an eagw lustre shone 

Too bright for health, content, or happiness ; 
And, oh ! the one red spot her cheek upon 
Whispered of dreamless sleep — ^the grave's dark, drear abyst. 

B a 
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Her name miglit lead tlie wand'ring thought a£ax 
To the once clasnc ihoreg of far-famed Greece, 

Whose earlj glory set with her bright itar 
Of independence — or, with jnst c^^oe, 

Transport the faocj to the Harem gay 

Of some proud Sultan, where a gUttering throng 

Of bright-eyed Houris their one Lord obey. 
And woo his Bov'reign will with mnric, dance, and song. 



But the fair girl, despite her foreign name, 
4Vas bom and nurtured 'neath our " weeping s] 

A stranger lady &om that far-land came. 

The beauteous babe found farour in her eyes ; 

It was her name the young Zclbika bore. 
And, had she lived, her gentle care had won 

Our English flow'ret to a distant shore ; 
Alas 1 death stayed the work ere yet it was begnn. 



Zdleika's gentle heart was formed for love ; 

To be the star of some calm, happy home ; 
The adored of one true heart its faith to prove, 

Nor from its beacon Ught for aye to roam ; 
To worship with a deep, tmdying Same, 

Some " child of earth ;" and with the Deity 

Blend thoughts of him, yea, turn to him ihe same 

As turns the bright flower to the sun, unchangeably. 
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But hen, itlaa ! wan a predestined lot, 
Asd well her gifted heut foretold its doom ; 

To be b J all she mostly loved forgot, — 
A brief existence, — and an early tomb. 

The maiden loved, with that deep, jeaming love 
Which lavigbes upon the cluwen one 

Its. whole devotion ; and, save Onb above, 
Se was the oniy star that beamed her path upon. 



Alas, how irail is woman's chance of peace I 

How fragile are the hopes she rests upon ! ' 

She trusts, confides, nor dreams those hopes will cease ; 
But ah 1 ev'n as she trusts, their light is gone : 

And, like the vessel sailing lightly o'er 

" Tbe world of waters," heedeth not the wave 

Which, in deceptive calnmess, as before. 
Glides on, but soon, full soon to prove that vessel's grave ! 



Thus woman trusteth, thus Zitleika had. 
In early years, plighted the gentle vow 

To one whose smile could make her lone heart glad. 
And chase the home-bom gloom from her sad brow ; 

The blight of poverty her soul had crushed ; 

The frowns of natural ftiends her heart had sered : 

Yet there, otte fount of pure, deep feeling gushed, 
Hidden from all save one — the worshipped — the endeared. 
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An d he, who goothed her then, what U he now ? 

Alas ! that Time should work so marked a chanife 
la man's proud heart alone ! We marrel how 

From kopes so pore he can himself estrange, 
Or tnm from her, whose love — an evergreen 

Would fitly emblem. Once 'twas even so. 
His " 0A8I8 in the desert" she had been. 
The verj life of his. Yet now could he forego- 



All that had won him to a halycon lot ; 

And, when gay Pleasure's banner was unfurled, 
Could make its vain pursuits awhile ftwgot. 

He was a stem man now— one of the world — 
Its iron stamp, upon his visage set,' 

Told he for years had mingled in its throng, 
A lawless trader — who, without regret, 
Coold barter, gain, and traffic, heedless of the wrong. 



As " IKasah'b waters," bitter to the taste, 
But mock the Pilgrim's parched and fevered lip. 

When, weary, fainting, toiling o'er the waste. 
He stoops the fancied nectarnlranght to sip : 

Oh, bitter were Zuleiea's feelings, when 

She saw the reed on which she leant give way ; 

Unworthy, cold, acorned by his fellow-men, 
Re&sing God's just laws and precepts to obey. 
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As in the East the unwary traveUer's eye 

On Night's ftur Queen rests with admiring g^aze, 
. Nor can the fatal, deadly power descry. 

Which, wing;ed from her pale, g^litterin^, dove-like rays,- 
Securely wounds, and man and flower decays — 

A barh as deadly pierced Zdlbika'b breast. 
Yet, spell-bound, long her hope on it she stays, 
And in the past's sweet garb her unknown future drest. 



He sought her ; 'twas a dark and fearfiil night, 
The warring winds foretold the coming storm ; 

But nothing could his dauntless soul af&ight ; 
He stood unawed. Zuleika'8 fra^e form 

Shrank trembling Irom the lightning's lurid glare ! 
She sought his eye, some fear of God to trace, — 

Pretitmption bold — and proud defiance there 
Alas ! appeared. Startled, she would have fled the place- 



But with a atroDg-nerved arm he held her back, — 
One finger pointing to the troubled deep, 

Where, by heav'ns ririd light revealed, the track 
Of a tall vessel moored unto the steep 

She saw. He turned his dark eye, flashing fire ; 
His proud lip curled, with fierce and bitter scorn — 

Dark passion raged. His spirit's wrathful ire 
Knew no control — of God's restraining presence shorn. 
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" In dap of yore thou waet not wont to flj, 

When I could fawn, aud sue, and bend ^e knee ; 

When, pawed in vUe dalliance, hours flew bj 
In whispering honied words of flattery, — 

When the gaunt mountain's steep and m^ed nde 
I've climbed, to giun for thee some wished-fbr prize. 

Some bird, moss, flower, — or fed thj sickly pride 
With gewgaws, baubles, toys — for such weak woman sighs. 



" Now, look ye ! yon tall ship, which anchored lies. 
Is mine ; and thus I woo thee for my bride. 

Not, as in other years, in humble guise ; 

But with a haughty, careless, reckless pride — 

Heedless of woman's scorn ! The Sea's my home, 
My (»lling, well thou know'st — my natnre too. 

Defying men and prating priests, I roam, — 
Jlfy God I make and rev'rence, — thein I never knew. 



" From infancy yon Mariner hath dwelt 
In his fradl bark, no other tie could bind. 

None other passion was so deeply felt. 

Or held such mighty empire o'er his mind 

As that which linked him to her soulless form — 
To him, friends, country, home : — her lonely deck 

Could fire his kindling eye, his bosom warm, — 
How felt he, when his worshipped bark he saw a lereck ?" 
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Oh, what a glance the doating Farent beade 
On die &ul hnnuui blowom at his knee, 

Ab silentlj the fervid prayer aacendB ! 
A bright career, a cloudlesB degtin; 

For him he asks — no happiness too greM, 
Nor e'er too full hia idol's cup of joy. 

But ah ! the Parent's fond heart, crushed hy Fate, 
Is hroke. Death's fatal dart hath struck his beauteous hoy ! 



Thus — thus ZuLEiKA felt ! when on her ear 
Her lover's wild and frenzied accents fell ; 

A shrinking dread, a strange and shudd'ring fear, 
Foretold that joy to her had bade farewell 

For aye. Aronnd her lay, in ruin dire. 

Her childhood's hopes — sweet dreams of womanhood— 

In one fell sweep she saw at once expire ; 
All, all for which so long she had her fate withstood. 



Yet this an afterthought to her became, 
For him ev'n yet beloved she bent the knee. 

And with impassioned zeal, and words of flame, 
Besought to turn from its apostasy 

His recreant heart ; and, in that wild, dark hour. 
She whispered him of paths together trod, 

Where botk had felt and owned a Miohtier Power, 
And worshipped in His solitudes tJieir Makbr — Gos ! 
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CA ! with what earnestneas the m&ideD Btrove 

The Sceptic's bouI to bend. Her faithfiil hetut, 
Depicting sJl a SiVlOUa'a djing love, 

Essayed to lure his wajward mind to part 
From tdf-d^Mndettes, and deep-rooted pride, 

The fatal rock, on which so manj split ! 
And the poor Infidel's vain hoaating tried 
By the mild laws and precepts pure of Holy Writ. 



The sweet enthusiast, with a glowing zeal 
Softly BubTerted, made of none effect ; 

Then, with a gentle, tender, fond appeal, 
Implored him not her pleadings to reject ; 

Well she her nuMion knew, — ^to bid adieu 
In this cold world to him, whom she so well. 

So wildly lored, were much. But, as she drew 
And painted silently hit JvtuiTe — who can tell — 



The deep, o'er-mastering agony which cntshed 
Her gentle spirit ? The calm, quiet rest 

Of endless ages on her dreamings rushed 

In vain, without him ! She were still, unblest ! 

Soft as the " dew of Heruon" were her words ; 
Barren, alas ! the soil on which iJiey fell ; 

He burst, without remorse, love's last frail cords. 
Spumed the devoted one, nor turned to Ind farewell ! 
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'Tiras evening, a soft, glowing, summer ere ; 

The porting ia,j long lingered in the West, 
As thougt the solar rays were loth to lesTe 

Our &Toured land, where Nature smiles her best, 
Her softest, — mildest. Other climes may boast 

Perpetual brightness, — an unchanging hue ; 
1 e'er must love my own fair land the most. 
Its skies more bright appear when passed the clouds and dew- 



Even as joy, a brighter aspect wears, 

When beaming through the mist of falling tears, — 
When sorrow's heavy load the spirit bears. 

How bright the ray which through the gloom appears I 
A bank of flowers — a grot romantic, sweet. 

Wherein a child of peerless beauty slept. 
And, waiting near, its first fond smile to greet, 
A graceful form Love't holiest vigil kept. 
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Nor was this all — a venerable man 

Of grave deportment, mild and placid look, 

With glance benignant, ofttimes turned to scan 

The gentle ptur ^m a retired nook, . 

Where, bending pious o'er the Sacred Poffe, 

The "Book of Life" — from whence he wisely drew 

A lamp to light his path through weary age, 
The power his flock to teach a knowledge pure and true. 



The village Pastor, he for fifty years 
Hod, with a love inspired, a holy seal, 

Sought to allure, — exhorted e'en with tears 
To trust in Hiu, whose Word alone can heal. 

Who, as " the shadow of a mighty rock 
In weary lands" shall to ffit people be ; — 

The good man taught Faith to withstand the shock 
Of Time, and Hope to anchor on Eternity. 



As cooling waterbrooks, and pastures green. 

To Oriental taste delight convey ; 
Or, as that " pillar of a cloud," to screen 

Hia chosen people from the scorching ray 
Of Syria's blighting sun, divinely sent, — 

E'en so refreshing was the haven calm ; 
And, oh ! as precious to her spirit, rent. 
The gentle counsel, holy lures, and heavenly balm— 
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The " good Samaritan" mfuMd with care. 
Into ZtTLBlKA's bleeding wounds. Full aore 

Had she been tried ; yet, happily, the snare 
Eecaped, a heartleu kindred eTermore 

Around her spread ; — forsaken, spumed, bereft. 
Yet young, fair, innocent, and good, and pure ; 

Expelled, — a blessing on the cold, the left, 
She breathed, — then sought the world to brave and to endure. 



Heaven ne'er forsakes its children ; though awhile 
The proud, the cold, with scourges, bufFetings, 

And bitter mockeries their faiA revile. 
'Tit hut &e Utt; and light etherial wings 

To bear them where the good and virtuous are 
(If they as He, the meek, the crucified, 

Thdr rafferings bear,) are given. — As yon star 
They'll in Hia Kingdom shine, no more the tempted — tried. 



Ev'n from her birth, the mild benevolent eye 
Of the good Pastor with a silent care 

Had watched Zuleiea'b lot ; and hov'ring nig^ 
Sought to transplant unto a s<h1 more fair 

The tender blossom. — In the cold grave slept 
His eii fair children, lonely and unblest 

Since then his hearth had been : his people kept 
A lealous, holy flame alive within his breast. 
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But in each kiiidlj, gentle heart, there liret 
A yeasmng for the light oi human hive ; 

A deep desire, which strength from Time receive*, 
A lon^ng, — anient, qoenchlesa, wild, — abore 

AU other earthlj hopes. 'Twas this whieh woke 
The Pastor's irisb — Zulbika oe'er to roam — 

That closer tie might be ; the g«ntler joke 
To lig'hteD all, and brighten well his qoiet home. 



And mueh the gentle ^1, of gratitude 
Owed to his pious care,— The holy rite 

Of Baptism, that mystic sprinkling endued 

With heavenly blessing ; and throng whose right 

The soul first enters on ite high career, 
Was at the font administered by him. 

Sponsors their charge forgot ; bat he was near 
In inftmcy, and you^i, — nor lost, when came the dim 



Dark hour of trial : — when deatooying woe 

With scathing power had weakened her firm trust, 
And shook her fiuth in God. Oh, biU, to know 
* The deep despair, the mildew, blighting rust 
WMch eat away her hopes, and rent her heart 

With bitterness and anguish, were to fill 
Each breBst with melting pity ! To impart 
And Ining back peace to her bmughted soul, was still 
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The kind and laithfal Pattar's care, whe«e voioe, 
As ^e " good Slieplierd's," known unto his riwep, 

Bad« once again her trooUed aoul rqoioe ; 

He knelt with her and pr&^ed ; soon the iMief deep 

Passed Wsa an infant's dream, her spirit woke : — 
Again heaven's portals opened, and sbe knew, 

As he, (tf eld, on whom afar it brok« 
The "Promised Land. "—And, dt'. from tibraee her spirit drew 



(The daik hour passed) — a raj of piver light, 
A ra; wfaidi ne'er again her path fwso^ ; 

For, as the skj appears more fair and bright 
When past is the dread ten^iest that hath shoiA 

Its darkling weight to earth, her heart's hopes laj, 
Quiet and calut ; serene as the clear lake 

Where heaven's pure face is mirnn^. Sorrow's daj 
Had taught her soul, refined, a hearenward Sight to take. 



No more an outcast, homeless, friendless, lone. 

Whose yearnings, deep, nntameahle, and wild. 
Sought love and peaee — sweet social joys alone, 

A power beneficent, an influence mild. 
To rule her wayward lot, but songht in viub— 

Lured from the careless world, behold her now ! 
From its pollutions free, without a stain. 
With lo<^ resigned and calm, meek eye, and chastened brow. 
c 2 
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Beside the good old man, tlie dim twilight 

Threw Its mild covering o'er the welcome scene. 

It was the vesper hour, the hoar for flight, 
When all the heart recurs to what hath been ; 

When the wrapt spirit 's won from earth-bom fevs. 
From all that chains it to terrestial things ; 

O'er heaven's blue arch a spangled host appears. 
Whose Uvicgra^ nught ^d an angel's wings. 



Sweet vesper hour ! the hour when maidens kneel. 
And the full heart's unwhispered hopes ascend. 

That silent eloquence which e'er will steal 

O'er deep devotion, and to thought wings lend ; 

When parent, child, the weajj, and the worn, 
The weeping Magdalme, and vestal pore. 

With clasping hands and heart'Wnmg sighs upborne, 
A countless host of worshippers their God adjure. 



The " vesper star's" ntild tranquil radiance shed 
A chastened lustre o'er the household band. 

Encircling with bright glory's beam his head, 
Whose low voice spoke of home — the faUierUmd; 

Then meeklj breathed on them a Pastor's blessing— 
ZuLElKA knelt — one hand her brow upheld. 

The other rested with a fond caressing ; 
And, in diat solemn hour, not oi 
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The infant spirit of the lovely diild 
• B; her bo wkrml; cherished. Truer love 
Ne'ec filled a Mother's heart with throbbings wiJd! 

Oh ! 'twas It holj core ; the host ahove 
Must sure approve the deed, and sweetly bless 

Zuleika's angel sfnrit, — for the boy 
He won all hearts to love and happiness : 
In his glad langh was music — on his bright lip joy. 



Oh, precious relic ! twining round the heart — 
The last &ail fragment of an earthly love,~~- 

Thy teodrils fine dung to each better part, 
Smiling the wreck of hmnan hopes above. 

Thy home — thy parents — who were they ? and what ? 
Sweet blossom, thy first home was the deep sea ! 

Thy parents ? — one's afar, and one is not ; 
He died, to the tried love of years bequeatliing thee. 



Yes, yes, the maiden's earnest prayers were heard ; 
He caiae at length, his tamed and panting spirit 
Thirsting (ev'n as some snare-escaped bird) 
The pleasant hopes of boyhood to inherit ; 
Once more, — in the green shades and tranquil streams, 

To cool the fevered anguish of his soul, 
He sought, but oh ! the idol of those dreams. 
The star whose pare light would have led him to the yool 
c 3 
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Had mostlj lured him from a far land tioic. 

Death at his heart he felt : yet cotdd not die < 

Till One fair head had bent unto his hrow, 

And gently led his truant soul on high. 
Oh ! man, why doBt thou, in thy wilful mood 

Spurn thus (for some stray beacon's wandering ray, 
Which serves thee not in darkest night,) the good 
Thy God prepares, — the gentle light which shines /or agt 



In undimmed stedfastness ? Zuleika, then. 
Watched fondly o'er him — all a woman's care 

An angel's minist'ring she lent him, when 
His spirit neared the vale of shadows, there 

To find repose. With tenderness she prest. 
And closely drew his babe unto her breast ; 

A sacred trust, — his dying, last bequest, 
He saw and blest. His parting smile revealed the rest. 
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Time fle(l-^4n after jeart s fonn of pride 
Bending beside a white and sculptured tomb 

(Wliere she, who should have been hie father's bride 
Slept the deep sleep, which luarks firoil nature's doom,) 

At times was seen. To him a holj spot, 
A sanctuary whose sweet repose could move 

The world's strong hold, and from his spirit blot 
All which her loved and gentle shade might disapprove. 



BU was a strong mind too, — strong as his Sire's ; 

But, oh ! how marked the contrast in their fiite ! 
His spirit, noble, fraught with high desires. 

Benevolent and kind ; his high estate 
(For by some freak of fortime he had grown 

To rank and fame,) was with a bearing home 
That did him honour. Pride was overthrown. 
Nor e'er in fitful mood the mask of Folly worn. 



He mingled with the ^orld, and onlj sought 
Its vice to shun. Thus, as an armed man 

Escapes the thousand arrows, to some fraught 

With death, Its hot breath did not blight, but fan.- 

And when his soul some victory had won 
Over the weaker Sesh, — or, purposed fair, 

Some gentle, generous deed his hand had done, 
Zuleika't grave he Kvght to hretOhe Ait nwl out tA«ra. 
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The tribute jiu&y due he gUdlj paid ; 

The gentle precepts, eicellent, and pure, 
All th&t he waB, her c&re, through heaven, had made. 

To him her eh/Hd, aje hm't, who once could lure 
Her hope awaj, — a fiuthful guide vns she ; 

A mother in all, ehe wanted but the name 
To Btamp the heart's long-tried affinity,— 
Oh ! roaidena would je b.tx reward,— do do thb Baub. 
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'TwAB night ! and jvt I conld not sleep, 

M; thoughu too fnll of sadnen were ; 
I sought repoie awhile, to steep 

In sweet forgetfulnew mj care ; 
But Taonlf do the wretched seek 

In deep to haniah fond regjet ; 
It flies them alill, or mocks their woe, 

Bj painting scenes the; would forget. 
As thus, in weary, wakeful hours, 

I pondered on the dreamj post, 
On moments sweet as Spring's tint Sowers, 

Ere blight thar beantj hath o'er-east ; 
And gazing on the brow of night, — 

Imagination's aerial wings 
Conveyed my spirit in its flight 

Ev'n to the palaces of Kings ! 
It pictured there a splendid scene 

Of lordly Knights and Ladies fair ; 
And, high enthroned, a NcOion't Queen 

In beauty bright, was smiling there. 
* Upon her fair and Queenly brow 

A crown of diamonds sparkled free, 
Pourtrajing in their glittering light. 

The wealth — the power of Majbbtt. 
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Aronnd her throne a brilliant throng 

Of high-born domes, in rich array, 
And noble nuudenB, ftur and joung, 

In gems and pearls, looked bright and gaj. 
In costlj robes each form was decked. 

And Hart and jeio^ glistened fair ; 
While dazzling lights, with full effect. 

Displayed the blaze of beautj there. 
All, all was grandeur ! light, and life. 

Magnificence and proud displaj. 
With gorgeous lustre all was rife ; 

And pleasure teemed each heart to swaj. 
Soft music lent its magic power 

To give enchantment to the scene, 
And beaut; waa each muden's dower, 

To grace the tritunphs of their Queen ; 
For each, fair head in homage bowed. 

And haughtj forms bent low the knee. 
All in that gay and gorgeous crowd. 

Before the throne of RoyaUy. 



The scene was changed — for now I saw. 

Beneath a proud cathedral's dome. 
Which late inspired the breast with awe, 

A splendid bridal party come : 
And lights were streaming all around, 

And richest perfume filled the mr. 
And flowers were scattered on the ground. 

Whose incense purely mingled there. 
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The BridegToom ma a lofty ymtth, 

And bore full w«U a haagtrty brow, 
Proud triumph flushed hii cheek — in sooth 

^6 dreameth not of Ba^st note, 
I marked the ghuM of his dark eye, 

Th« mile upon his lip timt played, 
Thej told of conquest, jMroud and Mgh, 

Of bliwful hopes in we&lA arrajed. 
Alas I AvAition was his aim. 

The secret shrine to which he bowed ; 
His idol, — GrantUitr't empty fune ; 

His bliss — the homage of a croud. 
But she, the Bride — so fair, so young'. 

Who stood in daizling beauty there, 
Ev'n praises poured from Eiu>^t tongue, 

And owned her charms beyond compare. 
Upm her brow, so passing fair, 

A glitt'ring coronet reposed ; 
No thought of grief, no diade of care, 

Her forehead's oalmneas disoomposed. 
And MM, so sweet a form and face 

Bespoke a rich and radiaat aund ; 
Where, with to much of outward grace, 

FeMn0 and ThougU were both enshrined. 
Alas ! the fair and sparkling streams 

Which in Earth's MjpUert spots abound, 
Warmed by the sun's most glowing beams. 

Are shallow, void of treasure found ; 
And, reared in Courts, this maiden's heart 

Ne'er dreamt 6f suiTring want or woe : 
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Th«re, tympa&g could claim ho pftrt. 
Nor heawnAiom love a refuge Icoow. 



The Towa are told, the rites are o'er — 

White on the im&ll and lilj hand. 
Where many gems shone bright befiwe, 

la eeen a. nmple golden band ; 
Not now a pled^ of faith and truth. 

Of changeless love, that will not flee, 
Bnt that which links AiiBiTioii'g fire. 

With cold, forbidding apathy. 
Now frieads flock round ; a smiling hoat, 

Wth wishes bland, and greetings fiur. 
All joy — all blias that wealth can boast 

Endows the young and noble pair. 
This scene, magnificent, hath passed ; 

Its pomp, its splendour, — all withdrawn ; 
Its flowers are blighted, overcast ; — 

So fresh, so fair, at early mom. 
Frtul buds ! Ye might hare flourished sweet 

Aud gay beneath the anire sky, — 
Nurtured where breezes purely meet, — 

Brought here, alas \ to fade and die. 
Your nature, sensitire, recoils 

From TOWS and praises uwtnoen ; 
And shrinkiDg, scorns to be beguiled 

By wealth's dull, chilling atmosphere. 
Thus, hearts that high ambition own, 

The pure, sweet power of Ioe« will flee ; 
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And titrn a&ighted from the bveast. 
Wherein reifpis heartlesB apathy. 



These pkgeimte passed, bat woke no te&r, no ri^h, 
As &OIQ m; mental riew they hurried by. 
No chord Tibnted in diis torpid breast ; 
Purer its hopes, and sweeter for its rest. 
The spirit lingers not on themes like these. 
More umple things will higher fancies please. 
The mind of genius looks to nobler things, 
Disdaining all the proud, vain pomp of Kings ; 
'Til deep and boundless as the far-stretched sea, 
Which smiles in beauty, proudly wild and fne. 
Now, like aa eagle soaring to the ^es ; 
Now chained to earth by heart-bound human ties : 
One moment tow'ring, reckless of its pain. 
The next, close cling^g to its very chain ; 
lioving the thraldom that detains it bete. 
And looking, longing, for a better sphere. 
Its gems, the flowers that deck the motmtain side. 
Or sweetly bloom, the desert's lonely pride, — 
Its wealth, the fount whence Feeling purely flows. 
And throbs with sympathy for others' woes, — 
It hath no pleasure in the midnight bait, 
But bounds with rapture at a torrent's fall : 
Its bliss is centered in the thought sublime, 
Unchilled by tempest, and untouched by 'Hme ! 
Its ceaseless pleasures firom those sources flow, 
Which Nature's hvonred children only know. 
2 D 
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It findeth Btauty in the loaelj glen, — 
Far from the crowded hMmb of biuj men ; 
In lowly T&llej, or on mountaina high. 
The deep blue waters, or " illnmmed skj ;" 
And Music in the moaning, murm'riag deep, 
Where eighing winds re^MnsiTe cadenoe keep, 
Chanting a requiem for the dead, that rett 
Within the unhallowed precincts of its breast. 
Thus Genius revels, in a world of light. 
Teeming with beauts/ to its 'raptured sight. 



And now, fond Fancjr framed a fairer scene, 
More pvrdf/ bright than all the past had been. 
Uethought the bells of some sweet village gaj. 
In merrf peals rang forth the first <^ Ma; ; 
The sun shone sweetly, and the wild birds mug ; 
The very tur with joyous tnusio rang. 
A group of lovely ^la were snuliog there. 
Young, sportive,' itmocMit, and pasaiog fair ; 
A wreath of lovely, living, blooming flowers. 
Their hands had twined, to deck in thote |^ad honn 
The beauteous brow, all plaoid and serene, 
Of her they proudly hailed their ViHafft Qvem ; 
They chose her not, because her eye was bright. 
Although it shone with almost heav'nly light ; 
They loved her not, because her cheek was £ur, 
Though rose and lily sweetly blended tliete ; 
But for the matchless beanUes of her mind. 
The purity of thought her heart enshriqed ; 
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The sweet eimplicitj, aad nameless ^oce, 
With which fair Virtue decked her modest face. 
Hers was a mind tmn all contagion free ; 
A heart of nnleca — spotless purity. 
Like the meek violet, which shuns the view. 
She dwelt in solitude — and loved it too. 
Her guileless wishes never learnt to roam, 
From the sweet precincts of her cottage home ; 
It was her world — that little quiet spot, 
Which seemed by all the noisy crowd forgot. 
A host of wild flowers grew, romantic, sweet, 
And g^y blossomed round this lone retreat. 
A low and pleasant brook ran rippling by, 
ReflecUng there the blue eipsose of sky. 
The drooping trees were mirror'd in the stream, 
In lively beauty by the sun's bright gleam. 
All, all was lovely ! quiet, calm, and stilt, — 
The winds were sleeping on the distant hill. 
The small church spire came peeping through the tree*. 
Pointing to brighter things than even these ; 
A water&ll's soft music just was heard. 
Blent with the wild notes of each forest bird. 
Oh ! the deep thought with which the bosom glows ; 
In such a scene of holy, calm repose ! 
The pious rapture which inspires the soul. 
And lifts it high above earth's dull controul '. 
'Tis-here, methinks, Religion truly dwells ; 
The very silence of dmotion tells ; 
Extracts the venom from life's poisoned dart, 
And sweetly soothes the weary, wounded heart, 
s 3 
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The d»j had passed, tbe merry groitp was gone ; 

Fled with the shutting flowers, the settiiig sim. 

Too joyous ftnd lijfht-hearted the;, to feel 

The sweet, calm thoughts, which o'er the ipiiit steal ; 

Ab eve's ftuT, silTery star sends f<»th its raj, 

And glimmeriiig twilight rweetly chases day ! 

Young, innoceiit, and ^ill of blameless glee, 

Alas ! that youth's bright hope so soon must Aae I 

My eye glanced quickly through each nook and dell. 

But no tight footfall o'er the greensward fall i 

No gladsome Toices trilled the merry lay, 

As in the early hours of the past day. 

No fairy form remained, the tale to tell 

Of youth's gay revels, May's bright festival ! 

With anxious gaze, returning to the spot. 

The M<y Queen't home, the little rose-clad eot,: — 

In quest of her whom onee to see were vain, — 

That thoughtful look fond Memory must retain. 

And, lingering, turn to seek its light again, — 

Within a chamber, with its lattice low. 

Its quiet neatness, and its walls of snow, 

The Maid I found ; with supplioating air, 

In meekness breathing forth tUnotion't prayer. 

The " Book of Life" before her open lay. 

Whose page inspired, had taught her how to {M'ay ! 

A glow seraphic on her features played. 

In Virtue's calm eerenity arrayed. 
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Within her bosom's pure, -unsullied shrine, 

Kdigum reined in ganctity divine. 

Its sacred light beamed in her lifted eje ; 

Its holj thought breathed in each gentle sigh ; 

A tear from her soft eyelid g^ently broke. 

Its presence there of high-wrought feeling apoke ; 

Shed in the fulness of her heart's warm truth, 

In all the fervour of untainted ^uth ; 

And consecrated to her QoD alone, 

Its fame must surely reach Hii lofty Thvne, 

Draw MERCY down ; and blot from her young breast^ 

All that might stain or mar its future rest. 

Here was Sdiffion ! simple, pure, and true ; 

More fervid than the minds of most imbue. 

No costly shrine was sought, whereon to lay 

In mock'ry rile, while yet the heart's away, 

The splendid off'rings, worldly pomp may bring, 

And, in presumption, at His footstool fling ; 

As if the Gob who framed both earth and seas 

Would e'er accept oblations such as these : 

Or deign to hear the heartless, hollow prajrer, 

Of feig;ned lips — the cold world's worshipper. 

Ah, no ! the pnre faith of this guileless child. 

By Nature nurtured in its precepts mild, — 

Her tear and ti^k — a holy refuge foimd ; 

Recording angels spread their fame around, 

More grateful they, than perfumed incense here, 

'Reft of the heart's warm lyh, the sonlfelt tear. 
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Again, this vision, in iu radi&nce cwme, 

Mj heart to cheer, my wand'ring wose recUim ; 

And fondJy chun, as if by magio ipell. 

The thought which loves on such bright ccenet to dwell. 

A change was wrought ; for seasons in their range 

Mature the bud, — nor must we deem it strange 

That the fair girl, whom as a child we knew. 

Should, with Time's ceaseless changing, alter too ! 

But all BO lightly had be touched her brow, 

It tokened Tory girlishness e'en how ; 

Still wore the same sweet look of calm content. 

The hue celestial to the lily lent. 

A power of earth, yet holy, had been there. 

To claim, alternately, her joy and care. 

Yes, she had bsjrtered, — kneeling by his side 

Who claimed her as his timid-blushing bride, — 

Her girlish freedom, hopes of early youth. 

For f»tK and love — a fond heart's plighted tn^ 

Well pleased to smile, the idol of his soul, 

His griefs to soothe, his happiness controul. 

Their lowly cottage, lit by Iiove's soft light. 

And sweet contentment, was an Eden bright. 

One lovely boy, with dark eyes, like his nre's, — 

An index faith&l to bis heart's desires, — 

His soft cbeek glowed with rustic-ruddy health, 

The cotter's greatest blessing — truest wealth ; 

With one f^ g^l, whose flowing auburn hur 

Half bid her lovely neck, so very fair, 

And with its graceful treeses shaded o'er 

Her sunny brow ; hei laughing eyes, which bore 
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A sweet umilitude to all things here, 
Hoit happ7, joyous, bright, uadouded, dett,-— 
IKd, with their soft, endearing wiles impart, 
An added joj to each fond Pareot's heart. 
Ohj happj Childhood ! thine is bliss indeed ; 
From blight and mildew, care and sorrow, freed. 
Sweet wild-flowers spring beneath th;r infant tread, 
And fairy hues around thy pathway spread. 
Thy sUes are erer bright, no morky cloud 
Ohgcures their radiance, in its dim, dark ihrond. 
Thy tears are but a« dew unto the flower ; 
Transient — and lighter than an April shower ! 
Gay as the butterfly, glad as the bee. 
Thy euony hours ace fidl of blamelesa glee. 
The birds of Summer cannot vie with thee, 
life's early destiny is sunshine all. 
But Time will shroud in cold oblivion's pall 
The joys, the hopes, we Tainly would recall. ' 
Soon chased, alas 1 tlieir brief ephemeral reign 
Is oft succeeded by regret and pun. 
Swift-winged they fly, yet leare behind a tiaoe 
No after scenes can erer quite efiace. 
Fond Mem'iy tr^easurea whereso'er we're driven 
Bright happy Childhood as a dream <rf Beaom ! 
Such the sweet picture fertile Fancy drew. 
And o'er it Nature's fairest colours threw ; 
For there its brightest, purest tint* are spread. 
Where humble innocence uprears its head. 
Sweet smiling Peace, and fair Content aie found 
Where sodal rirtues, modest worth aboimd, 
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Id Engluh hearts — on Briton's homblest mi. 

There Life once wore its most eudmrinf araile ; 

Repajing all the Peasant's daily toil. 

Yes, England's " Cott^;e Homes," one* bljth« and gay, 

Is cheerful freedom smiled the live-long day ! 

Tme generoDS warmtJi eaoh honest heart imprest, 

And smiling Happiness imbued each breast. 

The Star of Induitry, shone brightly fair. 

In well turned spinning-wheel and distaff there ; 

The merry song, in mirthful music sweet, 

From young and old, would unseen list'ners greet ; 

And well might wake the envy of the proud, 

Who seek for pleasure in the gaudy crowd. — 

A Ttun pursuit ! the phantom flies them still ; 

Eludes their anxious grasp — and mocki their ivilt : 

At length, with toil obtained, its vot'ries find 

Its best possession leaves a sting behind. — 

Unlike the purer joys that once could bless 

And crown the simple poor with happiness ! 

But this is past ; and now, too rarely seen, 

The rustic cottage hid in shades of green. 

Se^tement chases ease and untaught bliss— 

And lowly worth b rudely spumed in this 

Deg'nerate age, by Custom, Folly, led. 

Where Fashiim rears aloft its giant head, 

A shiine erecting whereso'er we tread. 

There senseless thousands with deTotion bend. 

Worthy a better cause, a nobler end ; 

With heathen worship these their idol view. 

More blind than they whose minds no light imbue. 
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Who bow before uuensate wood and stone, 

Unknown — the rigikteous GoD, unsought His throne ; 

Though dark their error, oura is darker still ; 

They lack the knowledge — we but want tlte will. 

Enlightened, wilfull; we dare our fate ; 

Nor heed the danger till, alas ! too late. 

Oh ! might timpUeity return once more 

Aa bright and beautiful as 'twaa of jote, 

Ere worltfly wudom chased it from our shore ; — 

Ere yet an alien, in far climes to dwell, 

It bade to Altnon's Isle a long farewell, — 

Then plenty would abound ; the fertile field. 

As then, a fruitful, bounteous harvest jield. 

Religion's sacred light again would rest. 

Within the hardy Peasant's lowl^ breast. 

The Cottage girl, in innocency gay, 

Pure as the lily plucked at early day. 

In rural bliss content, no want would know ; 

Her hopes, joys, duties, woidd together go. 

With blushing cheek and downcast eyelid, she, 

Unknown the modem art of coquetry, 

The honest truth, with diffidence, would own ; 

And smiling bless one fond true heart alone. 

Ah ! this were humble happiness indeed ! 

No with'ring &own would come, with lightning speed, 

To chase affee^oiii uncorrupted sway 

And mar the even tenour of their way ; — 

And these were scenes to claim a sigh, a tear, 

A strolling wish, that some sueh bright career 

Had been mine own, — untainted with the guile 
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The world ma; bring in ite deceiving miile ; 

Too oft MBamed:, wliile coldness dwells beoeath. 

As hidden thomi the sweetest flowers enwreathe. 

Oh ! might Content's nntAmished gift be mine ; 

All ecurtbl; foTOnct gUdlj I'd resign ; 

With wealth like this, Vd jIkj the miser's put, 

Lock np the jewel de^ within mj heut ; 

And fondly guard it firom the snore of thoee 

Who rudely would disturb its cslm repose. 

Hj treasure should be buried in its shrine, 

Safe as the diamond in an unfomid mine ; 

More precious than the iioarded, guttering gokl. 

Which fills the cofiers of the usurer cold. 

I'd scorn tlie richest promiae, earth could gire, 

In some aun-lighted spot, afar, to Ut* ; 

And though the specious world to lure. 

Should its proudett flag uufuri, 

Unwon b; " Earth^ifts," Oh ! might I dioose, 

I'd be a— CoHo^ Giri ! 
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THE GREEK OIBL. 



Ths bulbul softl; siogB ; 

The lotus Bweetlj ttlotwDs ; 
And around, on trhgraat irin^ 

Breatheg & thousand rich perfiunea. 
Bnt mj heart b sad ; I am not gaj, 
For the li^ht of my aoul is awajr, ftwajr. 



I list for hig tunefnl voice ; 

I look for his eje of fire ; 
His song malcea my aonl rejoice, 

Poured forth from a living tjre. 
Oh ! m^ spirit pines like the caged dovc^ 
For the J07 of lier heart'— Jier tmant lore. 



Id the grove where fountuns fall, 
With mj ^BBc'a notes, to tell 
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Where fint I owned Lore'* thnJl, 
Where last we b«de farewell, — 
'Neath, the hloom of laj own acacia tree, 
Bright hope of m; •pint ! Ill wait for tliee. 



When the rilr'rj moonbeams play 

On the bright transparent stream, 
And the jasmine's starrj spraj 

Is kissed by the liquid beam, 
In the hour when joaag hearts weave fancies bright, 
111 look for thy smile — I'll bask in thy U^. 



Then haste, bright stranger, haste E 

Swift is thy Arab-steed ; 
Snch hours 'twere sad to waste ; 

Alas 1 too qniek they speed. 
And the bloasom's blush, and the spirit's bloom. 
The Angel Azbabl bends to the tomb. 



He is there ! he is there ! 

From her bright young brow. 
He hath chased despair, 

She is happy now ! 
And fondly he clasps, with a passionate pride. 
Bis beantifiU HouBi, his dark-eyed bride. 
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SACRED SONG. 
" He htaleth the broken in heart." Ps«i.> 147, 3. 

Obb&tor than all thLngs of earth, 
Thou to whom they owe their birth, 
In this hour of pain and grief. 
Let Thy Spirit brin^ relief ! 

Oh comfort me ! 



The " Fount of Living Waten," Thod, 
Before whoee Name aU creatures bow, 
Th« « Rot« of iSharon," " Gflwxf* bdm," 
Whose healing' virtues soothe and calm. 

The weary, worn ! 



Ab Hme's waves aronnd me roll, 
Let Eternity's blest goal. 
Punting bright a radiant morrow. 
Wean this heart from earthly sorrow. 

And nuke it THINE. 



Thine, oh Fathkb I Thine alone, 
Broken, Thou wilt not disown. 
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Contrite, Thod wilt never <pum, 
Nor from the humblest pleader turn, 
To Thee I fly ! 



Broken ciitenu, ftmned of clftj. 
Long have been my hope, my ata,j, 
Oh, let me from the en^tvn rise, 
The Great Creator's love to prize, 

So richly giv'i 



My past apostasy forgave ; 
And bid my fainting spirit live ; 
Through this cold valley safely guide. 
Though dark the atorm and strong the tide ; 
In Tees I trast. 



Then come, sweet Spirit ! Holy Dove ! 
And fill my heart with peace and love ; 
Descend from yonder Btarry throne. 
And make this bosom all Thine own, 

Unstained and pure. 
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'■ There ii a pleeran id the pktklen woodia, 
There is a rapture on the lansly rthorc, 
There U aoaietj where dodk iatnides." 



Oh Solitude I Solitude 1 where dost thou roam ? 
Is thj dwelling the mountiun ? the vailej th; home ? 
Art then far in the gloom of the dark fore«t wild ? 
Or hath the lone desert thy presence beguiled ? 
Child of the penaire hrow, where dost thou dwell ? 
Oh ! dark is thj power, and sod is thy gpeU. 



Thou'rt not in the desert, the forest, the vale, 
There Nature's soft whisperinga float on the gale ; 
And the mountain, the wilderness, lone though they he. 
Are uutracked by thy footsteps, unshadowed by thee ; 
For Lotb's kindly mantle Creation hath spread. 
And its Adthoe appears whereTer we tread. 



Oh, Solitude ! SoUtnde ! lonely and dark, 

And hollow and vtun is thy false smiling bark ; 

Thou art found with the gay, in the glittering crowd ; 

With splendour and wealth in the pageantry proud ; 

In the daziling halls, where frivolity reigns, 

And pleasure illusive the light spirit duuns. 
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Thou art Uiere ! thon art there ! Btrange guest though ye be, 

An intruder where all appears smiling and free ; 

Oh, deep, deep in the human heart, there is t^ home, 

Where no sympathy enters, afiections ne'er come ; 

A sepulchre dark is thy innermost cell. 

Cold, dreary, and void, yet without garnished well. 

There in triumph thon reignest, there, there thou art found, 
How awful the nleuce, the gloom how profound ! 
Supreme in dominion, — the infidel's soul 
Bows passively dark 'neath thy abject contronl. 
Unillumined hy Hope, and uncheered by the rojr, 
Which conyerteth the darkness of night into day. 

Can Solitude be where hwaamty lives ? 

Or pit^t impression the warm heart receives ? 

Can it he wheresoever our footsteps may tread, 

When a power Omaipresent around us is spread, 

Which speaks in the gale, in the flower, leaf, and sod ? 

Would'st thou Solitude lose — go and eoimwtne with Qod ! 



FRAGMENT. 

What might I not have been, were Fate more kind. 
Leaving my spirit free ? — free to resolve, 
And, oh ! what were far better still, to act 
With some eventual good, some promised end. 
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Even in this world, as mj bright reward ? 

Oil ! what were difficulties then to me. 

Though Bet with dangers dark and manifold ? 

CompasB'd round with woes innumerable, 

M; dauntless soul had fearless braved them all ! 

And, preeang onward, with the goal in view. 

Each thorn that vrounded, and each cloud that broke 

la desolating fur; o'er my head, 

Had but incited to a sterner strength, — 

Enhancers of mj joj ; endearing more 

The peaceful haven, when the storm had passed ; 

Making the calm more lovely, when the waters 

Of m; strange destiny had ceased their strife. 

And calmly lay in still transparency ! 



THE ENGLISH GIRL'S FAREWELL TO HER 
LOVER. 



I BID thee now a long farewell, and this our partiag o'er, 
I care not, then, what Fate may do, her darts can wound nt 



For e'en the bitterness of death is past in losing thee ; 
Yea, all things are unheeded now : &om care my soul is free. 



Henceforth, from hiuuan sympathy 111 keep myself apart, 
And none shall e'er unlock again the secrets of mjf heart I 
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That heart whose inmost thoughts hare been made maoifest ] 

to thee, i 

To them, im^ieldinf at a rock, hard, cold, and st«ni eluJl be. 



Others have many kindred hearts — alas ! I have not one, 
A type of all things desolate, my lot is cast alone : 
Yet wovdd I rather silent dwell, aCu', alone, unheard. 
With memories fond, than giuly sport, cme of " the common 
herd'." 



I could not from a heart like thine, turn to the light and vain. 
Or make my home of rest where aught its purity might stain ; 
No, like tlie doTC, who silent broods above her lonely nest, 
111 watch the fire that bums upon the altar in my breast. — 



And none shall dream, who gase on me, as statue-like and cold 
As Niobe—whose pale, marble form, no passions wann can 

hold- 
That even as the rock of old sent forth a plenteona stream, 
When smitten by the rod of Futh ! — touched by its hallowed 

beam — 



There is within a living fount, whose waters &eely flow. 
Where Hope, and Joy, and F^th, and Love, with sacred 

fervour glow ; 
Where sympathies, affections warm, a host of passions move, 
And wait C^ call alone to rise, renewed in life and love. 
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Then, fue-tJiee-well ! but, fftithful still, seme other voice 

shall wake 
The Bilent music of a Harp, whose tig'htened chords would 

break 
Beneath a ttrtmfftr'i racier touA ! — a power less gentle, free, 
To move the spirit's wildest depths, — awake ha bannon;. 

The world, perohance, had taught me more mj feelings to 

reBtraJn; 
To reil beneath a smile of joj the bitterness of pain ; 
Bat Cuttotn't slave I ne'er could bend, its servile yoke to bear. 
Nor bid DeeoTwn hide from thee the love my heart muit wear. 

And now, it matters not, no more thoult search mj down- 
cast eye. 

The quiv'ring Up, the falt'ring tongue, the low, and strug- 
gling sigh 

Will be imbeBrd ; deciphered not, forgotten in the throng, 

Then farewell ! Silence dwells with tiu ; — tAou to the world 
bel<mg. 



TO MY LYRE. 

Ah ! long has thou neglected hung. 
Mate, uninspired, and cold ; 

And vain each effort to awake 
The melody of old ; 

For sadness breathes in every note, 
'Twould seem as if decay 
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Hod rudelj touched tk; sweetett striD^, 
And stole its power awaj. 

Alu ! my Ljre, thjr gentle rrace 

No more can boaat its spetl ; 
For tuneless are its numbers now, 

The; breathe but of farema. 
Ah t wherefore u thy music fied ? 

What spirit sad bath sw^ 
Along' the chords, where harmonj 

Ite softest vigil kept ? 



And is ihj song for ever hushed ? 

Will it nder wake ^ain ? 
The deep, impasnoned lay of yore, 

The wild familiar strain P 
Will nothing warm tby frosen springs, 

And bid thy treasures flow ? 
And thrill with ins^nration's fire. 

Thy {brmer fervid glow ? 



Ah ! yea, one gentle touch could call 

Thy spirit back again, 
And waken from its spell-bound thrall 

To light and life, the strain. 
And oh ! the power that could inspire, 

And softest echoes move. 
Renew thy latent, slumbering fire. 

Is the sweet power of love. 
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Then still, my Lyre, let silence dwell 

Upon thy trembling strings. 
Until the voice that bade "farewell" 

A fresh impetus brings. 
For drops are on thy chorda, e'en now, 

From Memory, Feding, wmng, 
Thus staJned-~for ever be they mute — 

UfUouehed — wiiwted — vtutrwy. 



BEAUTY OF CHILDHOOD. 

The rosy mom was smiling over mountain, hill, and dale ; 
Its golden gush and glow hod lit oae lowly radiant rale. 
Where a lovely boy was chasing, with a spirit wild with glee, 
From bud to bud, from flower to flower, the Butterfly and 



I looked upon his sunny brow ; I marked his eye's bright hue ; 

For the joyous light of childhood's hopes was brightly 
beaming through ; 

1 watched him at his merry sport ; I saw him at his play ; 

And his sweet memory haunted me, throughout the live- 
long day. 



I've gazed on many a spot as bright, decked out in Nature's 
Where fair as opening Paradise is Life's enchanting scene ; 
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But nerer did m> warm a goA from FttUm^M foimtaiii . 

flow, 
And ne'er hod B«tmtty tqvtd power to bid mj epirit glow. 



It wa* not earth or sky that chained remembrance to the 

place; 
Though, both attractiTe as thejr are, there smiled with 

added grace. 
*Twas not the Summer radiancy, which bids the heart 

expand. 
And gircB to thought and feeling an expression warm and 

bland— 



Ah ! no, 'twas something dearer, e'en the spirit light and 

wUd, 
Impelling in its giddy sports that fair and spotless child ; 
It hung about the little one, it sparkled in his eye ; 
And dwelt upon his glowing cheek and lip of crimson 



Spirit of truth and purity ! of wMxmee, and love ! 

Oh ! wherefore must thy light be quenched ? Oh ! why a 

recreant prove ? 
Why linger not for ever there, — where couldst thou find a 

shrine 
More bright, unstained, and pure, than that thou wilt era 

long resign ? 
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Alas ! thou with the world so vmd, no fellowship coa'at find ; 
And soon, too aoon, its empire eold will sway that now pure 

mind. 
No longer, then, a resting place, a sainted home for thee, 
Thoul't lig:ht some other cherub form, as stainless, bright, 

and free. 



THE YOUNG WIDOW. 

" When ths atem di«8, Che leaf thU gnw 
OaC cf ito 1ie*tt mail periili too." 

Thoo art perishing in beautj ; 

Thon art dying in th; bloom ; 
Hif earthlj course is shrouded 

In impenetrable gloom ; 
No human heart can sympathise. 

No human voice can blees, 
Or turn thee from thy saddened lot 

Of utter lonelinesB. 



Thy brightest thought is perished, 

Aud thy dearest hope is 6ed ; 
All thy young heart hath cherished, 

Ib with the buried dead ; 
Blanched is thy cheek as lily white. 

Thy soft eye dim aud cold, 
For, alas ! nought can to thee restore 

The look beloved of old. 
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'Tis sad, indeed, to look on thee, 

Thoa fair and stricken thing ; 
So patient in thy miserj. 

So blighted in thjr spring. 
The muric from thy voice hath fled ; 

The sunshine from thine heart ; 
Fate's poisoned arrows quickly sped 

To hid its dreams depart. 

Yet voiceless, tearless, few conld look 

On thy pale, placid brow. 
And deem in Memort's charmed book 

One leaf is blistered now, 
Wet with the hidden drops that flow 

From life's departing spring ; 
And dried by fever's burning glow. 

Its deadly withering. 

To thee, tears were a luxury 

Such grief can neter know ; 
For teenest is the pang that broods 

In tUenee o'er its woe. 
And like the gentle falling dew 

Upon the parched soil, 
Tears burst the floodgates of the heart. 

And soothe it for oicAiie. 



But thine is sorrow nought can soothe, _ 
None save from cold decay ; 
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The aie is l«id unto the root, 
Thj vital strength gives waj. 

And who could wish thy sojourn here ? 
For, beauteous as thou art, 

Th; QoD in mercy calls thea bmce. 
New beauty to impart. 

He came, the broken heart t« Innd, 

The wounded to restore, 
With HjH thon'lt rest and refu^ find, 

Aye, brighter than of yore 1 
Thy heart's sweet hopes have fled away 

To happier climea above ; 
Then linger not, why should'st thou stay 

From home, from life and love ? 



THE ROSE. 

I SAW a lovely, blushing bud, 

Just bursting into bloom ; 
Its pale pink leaves were scarce unclosed. 
In modest beauty it reposed, 

Breatliing around perfume. 



I never saw a sweeter flower, 
'Twos Flora's fav'rite child ; 

I would not for a diadem 

Have- plucked it &om the slender stem, 
Where radiantly it smiled. 
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And oft I came, with amicniB care, 

To gaze where bright it grew. 
Nor drewitt the mildew and the blight 
Would on so fair a blossom light. 
And with deca^ imbue. 

But oh ! the " canker worm" was there ; 

Wheu next I eonght the spot 
'Twas gone, and nought remained to tell 
Of the sweet flower I'd loved so well, 

Or keep it unforgot — 

Save a withered stem that drooped 

Above its lonelj grave, 
An emblem of frail Beauti/'$ reign 
When Time hath burst its &Bgile chun 

And flung it on the wave. 



THE SPELL IS BROKEN. 

The speU U broken ! and twas mine 

To burst the bond, the spirit free ; 
So pure the tie, so like divine, 

Angels might mourn the harsh decree ; 
But each fraU link is severed wide. 

Of that bright chain, which Time hath o 
So firm, though ojl and sUrnly tried, 

It could not break, it koM not uiove. 
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The spell is broken ! now we part ; 

'Tis well that thou thus cold can be ; 
For oh ! 1 dreamed not that thine heart 

Unmoved could turn, from love and me ; 
I knew not thou couldst proudly range. 

Unmindful of the fond, and true, 
Thus happiness and hope estrange. 

Nor deign to breathe a last adieu. 



The spell is broken ! thou art fret, 

Hopes BO selfish ne'er shall twine 
With the love I bear for tk^e ; 

Rather willjl aU resign ; — 
Then go, and in the circling throng 

Smite on as we had never met ; 
Let not the sigh of Pitj wrong 

Th J bosom with a vain regret. 



The spell is broken ! and for ever ; 

Apathy may coldly tell 
Of Friendihip's icy calm, but never 

With the hearts affections dwell. 
Then fare thee well ! one solace still 

Is mine, that I alone must bear — 
For, crushed beneath a weight of ill. 

Thou, thou art free from my despair. 
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" Oh ! whj ihonld w« Hie on 
TiU tba beut u dnll and oold, 
Till Dor tmitiog lime i* gone, 
Aad ire b&rter Faitfa for gold ?" 

Oh ! the graf o, the grave for me ! 

With its dreamless, moTeless sleep, 
When the soaring spirit's free 

And no tears the eyelids st«ep. 
Oh ' whj shovdd we mourn for the dead ? 

Though the groTe-damp stains th« brow, 
Their dirge is sung — the death-peal rung; 

And street they are sleeping now. 



Oh ! the grave, the grave for me ! 

I would die while my heart is young ; 
While Beauty my eye can see, 

And Deeo&M inspires my song ; 
We will not weep for the dead. 

They are gone to a land of light ; 
Where fadeless flowers, and starlit bowers. 

Entrance the bewildered eoght. 

And blest is the lot of those 

Who pass from this world of care, 

Ere the heart a sorrow knows. 
Or the eye's dimmed by despair. 
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For blossoms the earliest cuUeil 
Are purest, Bweetest, best ; 

Affection clings, on Memory's wings, 
Around their place of rest. 



And the living — the living — they 

Alone are doomed to weep, 
O'er the fires that with youth decay. 

O'er vigils 'tis theirs to keep 
For the ties that have one by one 

Long been snapt, and burst, uid fled ; 
Till lonely, lorn, with anguish torn. 

They live but to mourn the dead. 



Then the grave, the grave for me ! 

With affection my eyes to close, 
Oh, I would not live to see 

All I love first seek repose ! 
I'd not stand in the world tdone. 

Like the trunk of a withered tree 
All leafless, bare, with none to share 

E'en my hopes of Eternity. 



Better, far better, to be 

Of the valley a mould'ring clod. 
With the spirit soaring free, 

Impatient for Heaven and God ! 
There to watch, with an angel's eye, 

O'er the paths where loved ones tread. 
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And bear them faigli, aboTe the sky, 
From the mansioiis of the dead. 



Then the grave, the grave for me ! 

I am not too yoong to die, 
M; panting soul would bondleu be, 

And with gladness mount on Hgh ; 
For the dead, aje, the dead are blest, 

Let but life's last stru^te cease ; 
The world's rude noise, not MatT calm destroyB, 

But Boftlj they lie in peace. 



THE OBPHAN. 

The pale, the beautiful, 

She poureth there, 
In the silr'ry moonlight, 

Her soul in prayer. 
Bright as the violet 

Is her eye of blue ; 
And, oh ! purer that tear 

Than the early dew. 

But why does she weep ? 

So young, so fair, 
Sure sorrow nor sin 

Hath entered there ? 
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Her fair bosom tieaves 
With a peosive si^h. 

Which the Zephjrs greet 
As thej pass her b;. 

Her Bnowj brow, free 

From euthly stain, 
To Heaven la tnmed. 

And not in vtum ; 
Not unheeded the tear. 

Unheard the sigh. 
Both, both are recorded. 

On Hyh—tm S^h. 



HE IS NOT HERE. 

He is not here, how man; weary hours 

Have wdly " gloomed" away since last we met. 
Scattered and faded are the Summer flowers. 

But, oh ! their early fragrance lingers yet. 
Thus, though the heart's bright hopes fade like a dream. 

Though all that cheered its early path be gone, 
It may not drink of Lethe's fabled stream. 

It may be breaking, but it mvtt love on. 

He ii not here, the Summer's glowing beauty 
Hath changed into the " sere and yellow leaf ;" 
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But Autnnm'B sober voice, nor cold, stern duty, 
Can chase away my bosoni's silent grief ; 

For hit remembered step, and well-known form, 
I've watded, and Ustened anxionsly and long ; 

He wiU not come, my cold, cold heart to warm ; 
He will not list mj low and plaintive song. 

He is not here, oh, why is he away ? 

Hours, days, and weeks, speed on their rapid flight, 
How soon, alas ! this heart may know decay ! 

How soon a film obscure this aching sight ! 
Perchance he'll come, when darkness wraps me round, 

When e'en hu voice camwt to life restore. 
When in Death's cold and ri^d fetters bound 

This heart, responsive now, shall beat no more ! 

He is not here, and silent, lone, afar, 

An emblem of my hopes, my life, my fate — 
Ib yonder lonely space, with its pale star 

Which looks unheeded, cold, and desolate — 
And yet, that pensive beam at times emits 

A sparkling radiance, a refulgence bright, 
Like to the deep, deep joy, which wildly flits. 

And fills my yearning soul with life and light. 

He is not here, yet wherefore thus eomplun ? 

The sighing winds alone respond my sigh : 
Each longing, tender, earnest look is viun. 

The wand'rer lingers yet, he comes not nigh. 
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Oh, ma,y the spell that lure* him ftt fram Be 
Fling o'er hu path a mrmcr, pnier nj ; 

UnchaogAd, undtonging, maj it nerer Am, 
Undjing, may it never know decay. 



He is not here ; and will he come no more ? 

And is the feirent, (^breathed prayer in run ? 
And will no ooming daj the lost reatore ? 

And hath Fate snapped j^ aye Hope's glitt'ring chain ? 
Oh ! then no sigh shall break, no tear shall flow ; 

Hj life consuming woe Fll burj deep ; 
And dear the recompense my heart will know. 

And sweet the boon my anxious care will reap. 



The heart that beareth for itself is weak. 

And shrinks aghast from pain and suffering ; 
But let aaother^t woe its care bespeak, 

Then Fate may persecute, the world may wring, — 
For toAdt uw love f — Oh ! what so dark hatb life, 

Or Fate so bitter, we'd not gladly bear, 
And call it happiness — e'en though the strife 

Our bark o'erwhelm, such fate hath no despair ! 



Then, though he comes not, and unknown to Foum, 
I be forgotten 'nud the world's gay throng. 

Still, silently I'll dwell upon ftw name ; 

Aitd, Todve, tune for hdi mj sweetest wng. 
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A wreath, a fkdekas wreath, fiv bira III twine. 
Composed of erergreeiu tH freah ukd tail ; 

EUll know the heart, the hand Uut wroogfat waa mi 
And nretitlj bless them that thej lingered thrae. 



THE DEAD EAOLE. 

Pboud bird of the nm ! thj race is run — 

Thy bright career is past ; 
Th; wings that hare borne thee noblj on 

Are drooping low at last. 
Oh, 'tis sad thoB to see thee prostrate lie, 
Far, £» &om thj home oa moontains high ! 



Of late thoa wert tow'ring wild and free, 

Sailing aloft onbound ; 
The broad blue hearens were loved b; thee. 

Now, thou a grare boat found : 
And vainly thy nuralinga, craving for food, 
Wut thy return in the far solitude ! 



'Twas thine to soar on the loftiest wing. 
To realms of ^ht and love ; 

To leave far below each sordid thing. 
For scenes sublime above t 
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To dwell with the pure, the br^bt, tlu Ciir, 
The glorioiu mm — the ^lad bee ur. 



Xjoag thine eje, with onshrinkiiig' g&M hath marked 

The snn in its bunung prime, 
And thj wings in its g^dden heuns embarked, 

F§x shore thi^ denser clime, 
Hare home thee on in thj npw&rd fl^bt 
Until thou WMt loat t« human sight. 



Late denizen of the pathless ikiei, 

Thj wanderiiiga ore o'er ; 
Still thj lored nute onward, upward Ues, 

Ai feailesa as before ; 
But thou on the cold earth's breast mutt He, 
With th J high heart chilled, and glased thine ejt. 



The chain that binds thee Time will not break, 

Thy fate is lealed for hjt ; 
'Tis the oomnion lot — the prood, the meek. 

Sin's penaltj must pay ! 
But methinks, 'twere fitter thou shonld'tt find 
A rest of a nobler, li^er kind. 



On the Terge of a rode and n^ged cliff, 
Or a steep mountain's height, 
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On » fndpee lone, luhed bj the wstm, 

T%ara should tty bone* turn iHiiU — 
Or swung on the bongh of a tall forest tree. 
With the wild winds to chant a farewell to thee ! 



ThoQ ne'er hast lorfid the dsn^, tiM earth, 

All, all too tame and still. 
In lordly freedom hadst thou thj birth, 

With power to roTe at will ; 
Then it were but meet thy last rest should be 
In thy natire haunts, — ^with the wild and free. 



WOMAN'S MISSION. 



What ia it ? wherefore is she sent,— 

To sport gKj Pleasure's paths alcog ? 
Witb er'ry thought on f oil j bent, 

The id(d ot the gaudjr throng ? 
To deck in fashionable dress, 

In ooltly gems, and glittering toys, 
The fairy form of loveliness 

Which wins applause from wandering eyes ?— ~ 
Is this her being's end and um ? 
Should tills each fleeting moment oUim ? 
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'Ot ia it, with attentive ear, 

To list to Flattery's soft voice. 
Whose hdhu) words, 'Bain, intineere, 

Ne'er bid the spirit pure rejoice ? 

To seek in light and heedless mirth, 

Amnsement for eaeh passing; hour. 
And centre all her bliss on earth 

In homage to frail Beauty's power ? — 
Should such vain pleasures bring her joy, 
Engage her thought, her time employ ? 



"t Ah, no ! her fair fonn was not made 
if In light and loveliiiess to live 

/. For self ^one ! but e'er to aii, 
And happiness to others give. 

^ I The mind of intellect was given 
' ^o woo and win the heart from sin — 

: ^ To point, and teach the road to Heaven, 
\f And save the deathless soni within ; 

M. To lure by precepts, gentle, mild, 

^ , From danger's paths, earth's wayward child. 



Who was it that with ceasetesa sorrow wept, 

With watchful grief where late had Itun the dead ? 

Who, with untiring faith, fond vigils kept. 

Nor turned when hope had with the loved one fled ? 

'Twas " Mary !" nor in vain her grief, her care. 

The Saviodr heard, and pitied her despair ! 
a3 



U 
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ReveBled liinuelf, and bade her woman's voice 
Proclaim aSar, and make the world rejmce. 
The " Choibt has risen !" 'twas then that tmsting One 
Knew all the g'lory Penitence bad won. 



Thus Woman, in that charge, her miHsioa knew, — 
How with meek lowlinesa, and homhle care, 

Her lips, with mild persuasion, tender, true. 
Should lead the heart to penitence and prayer — 

O'er die unwilling ear, with modest zeal. 

Pour forth the Word — its high import reveal. 

Teaching the lisping tongue HiB name to bless. 

And mingling piety with tenderness ; 

Ob, ^orioiu deitiny ! bow blest must be 

Thy fate, thou gude to immortali^ ! 



Then oh, shoold woman waste in vain pursuits, 

The predous hours that now maj nombered be. 
And barter, to obtun earth's fading firuits. 

The golden promise of eteratty ? 
NO, let her, pure, unsullied, onward move. 
In bumble paths of trusting fiuth and lore ; 
The messenger of Hope, His charge ttASA, 
And bow with meekness to her Father's wiU ; 
Then, calm, serene, life's silver ties but sever 
To re-unite, and liye in joy, for ever ! 
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THE DYING BLIND BOY. 



Oh, Motebk ! gentle Mother, praj come nearer to me now, 
That I tnaj feel thy IcisB again upon my bnming' brow, 
Lay thy soft hand within my own, as 'tis thy wont to do, 
And the dying Boy will bless thee, and his GoD will bless 
thee too. 



I cannot see thee. Mother dear, bnt I know that thou art fair, 
For my hand has wandered o'er thy face, and twined thy 

silken hair ; 
And, oh ! thou must be beautjful, or thou couldst never own 
So kind a voice, or thrill me thus, with every gentle tone. 



There's beauty in thy love for me; for through the long, 

long night. 
In which all things of earth and air have been hid from my 

When I've heard the merry voices of children at thrir play. 
And wept that I could never be as gladsome and as gay. 



When ray young Sister's fairy feet have danced with spordve 

gle,, 
And her joyous laugh hath echoed its own wild melody, — 
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The blind Boy, in Ma lonelineu, hath felt irithin hii breaat 
A purer g'low of happiness, more dear than all the rest : 



The record of thj precious lore hath been my anchor here, 
Thy Toice the pilot which hath steered my sonl in its career ; 
It taught me padently to bear, and meekly to rely. 
For aid on Hoi, who dwelleth far above the acure sky. 



Oft, oft, my Mother, I have felt the glowing mm impart. 
Blent with the cooling breeze of hearen, a rapture to my 

heart, 
When thou hast led me forth to roam where flowers their 

fragrance threw, 
To listen to the murm'ring brooks, and drink the mountain 



When the hummtng-bee hath passed me by, and ev'ry soun d 

I heard. 
The harmony of summer air, with the music of its bird, 
Hath brought some fiur and pleasant dream to memory again, 
Wherein I've gaied on loveliness, nor knew the fancy vain. 



Yes, these were dear, and very dear, but atiU I lovfid moat 
The music of thy gentle voice ; no other sonnd could boast 
So great a charm, such potent power, my silent breast to 

To still the murmur, hush the si^, at stem the flowing tear. 
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And when, ia rery childhood, I have knelt betide thy knee, 
Lisping in infuit accents forth the prater thou'dst taught 

Aa thou host le&nt to bless me, I have felt upon mj cheek, 
The pitjing tear, which, shed for nte, told more than words 
conld speak. 

Oh ! iuAj ia the fountain from whence such streamlets flow> 
And preinou» aie the pearly drops that stream for others' woe ! 
But when affection prompts the tear, breathes in the gentle 

It whispers hope, and leads the thought to Immortality! 

i'at humaa love hath nmcK of pouitr to turn to good or ill, 
To blunt the weapon, or the eu|> </ ef(r(% torrow fil. 
To lead the soul to endless woe, or bid the spirit soar, 
Untainted by communion here, unto a brighter shore. 

AndHother, gentlest, dearert, 'twas ihj lore first taught to me 
How thus to welcome, with a smile, the hoar that sets me &ee : 
That in the Lakb to which I haste Affsotiona flow'rets blow, 
Aitd things most precious, pure, are found, that the heart 
could priie below. 

Oh! bring the flowers you plucked for me, their incense 

grateful seems, 
tChey call to mind my wanderings, those bright familiar 

dreams ! 
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Which through the long and ■ilent hours my epeU-bound aoul 

bath led, 
To blisdul ecenea, where Ai^l tougues my heaven-fraught 

faocj fed. 



And now, sweet Mother, laj thj hand onc« more beneath 

my head, 
I fain would psss away from eartJi thus fondly pillowed ; 
Nay, do not tremble I though my Toioe grow* ftunter, and 

my hreath 
In snatches, hurried, quick, bespeaks the near approach of 

death. 



One kiss ! agun, — ^yet once agiun ! now be't thy latest care 
To whiaper, in my cloaing ear, the unforgotten prayer ; 
"I oome! I come ! lo! Seraphs wait," at length I must resign 
AU that now makes it hard to die, — a love so dear as thine I 



One strugj^g breath, one gentle sigh, and the warm heart 

is cold. 
Another Lahb is gathered into the Heatkilt fold ; 
The shroud, the coffin, and the grave, the marbled form 

hath won. 
But on high a race of glory the spirit hath begun. 

Flowers freshly culled, each mom renewed, upon the grave 
Embalm'd with many a rising sigh, bedewed with many a tear ; 
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They whisper of the ceaaeleu care, the love, undjing, deep, 
Which through life's changes ttit&ea not, nor e'eu in death 
viil sleep. 



Still gentle mourner, be it thine to weep with chastened grief. 
The life which fled as flow'rets fade, as pure, almost aa brief ; 
For Angela smile, and Seraphs watch the hallowed spot arom>d, 
Where sacred, in unchanging truth — A Uothbr'b Heabt 



THE MAIDEN'S LAMENT. 

" Ob, loTB and life ara myiiteriM, — both bleasing and both bieit, 
Aod jeE how mooh they teach the heart of trial and anreit." 
L. E. L. 

And is the idle nimour true ? and hast thou then fm'got 
The faithful heart, whose constancy, alas ! can alter not ? 
And must I, then, redgn the friend, whose friendship was 

tome. 
Cheering as are the moon's bright rays upoa s darksome sea ? 



It seemed to cast a radiant light around my pathway lone, 
So pure, so hallowed in its sway, it breathed of Ueaven alone ; 
No earthly feeling mingled with thedeep impassioned thought. 
But each wild memory of thee with higher bliss was fraught. 
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A paadoD, pnrer, deeper, not an angel's breut oonld claiia, 
I woke to think of tkee alone ; I slept, but still the same 
Loved vision faorered o'er me, with s smile so bland and free, 
It wore, alas ! each link more firm, that bound this heart to 
thee. 



And I can ne'er forget thee, though that smile it yanished now, 
Though thj winning tones are hnsh'd, and a shade is on th; 

Though now, thou mockSst me with words, as if I'd ceased 

Whose icy tones but probe more deep the wounds they cannot 
heal. 



Then, I praj thee, do not speak to me, for oh ! I cannot bear 
' Tbj once kind voice less kind should be, or looks thv features 

So tranquil, jct so changed, so c(dd, it wounds me to the 

To think on thee, as once thou wert, to know thee oa thou 



Mo [ deem not I can e'er foi^et, though other love than mine, 
A richer, fairer maiden's heart will soon for aye be thine ; 
But can she boast a faith more firm, mtat lasting, fond, and 

true? 
.And will she breathe more fervent prayers than I have done 

—for you? 
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It matters not, though thou art changed, this heart 

wnchoturtn^ still 
Vfiii cling to t^ while life remuns, the same in good or ill. 
No earthljT love of {nendship more shall there an echo woke ; 
But, sacred to my CtoD and thee, its home a shrine I'll make. 



Where buried deep, thj cherished form with each fond look 

shall dwell. 
Till memory cease, and this lone heart hath bid a long 

farewell 
To the cold world, so chill and lone, the grave of truth and 

Where hearts most tender, and moat true, the deepest 
anguish prove. 



Linked with each holy sacred thought, thy long loved form 

shall be ; 
Then, though long years may pass away, deem me not 

changed to ttwe ; 
For, oh ! it was no woddly hire, which thus had power to 

'Twas PriendsMp's voice; 'twas fseUn^t tone, that spoke a 



This, this the tie, which binds to thee with such immortal 
And blends thyname wiUieach reqnest in calm devotion's hour< 
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Ym, when no ejte but GOD*! can see, no mcwtal ear u nigh. 
Id humble faith, I ssk for titee a furer home on high. 



Then go, vriiile Fortune soiUe* on thee, be hfpj 'neath ita 

»y; 
And for that gentle Muden'a love, an equal faith repay, 
Who soon vill cUim thj thought, thj care, bj those moit 

holy tiea, 
No earthly power can e'er nnlooae, — which til bst death 



And when this stricken heart shall take a deeper, eadder 

When busy Meuort shall punt the bliss I might have 

Fancy shall picture all thy joy, thy smiling happy lot ; 
And feeling thov art blest, my grief shall be awhile forgot. 



A BUD FOR FRIENDSHIFS WREATH. 



TO A PBIEND, ON LEATINS WABWICK. 



Friend of my youth — ^farewell ! 

Around the hallowed spot 
Where late thy shadow fell 

To keep thee unforgot 
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A might; qtetl u CMt,— 
There will my spirit be^ 
And pondering o'w tlie past, 
Still foadl; dweU with thee ; 
Bleeangs rest an thee, where'er thoa mkjit go, 
I will remember thee, ia we«l, or woe. 



Hnu bringeth dtonge to all; 
The flower, so bri j^t t»^j, 
Before to morrow's fall 

Ma; aiiik in cold deoaj ; 
The tiiendship of the world 

Wm fade, as ^«s the flower, 
Nor aid fresh bods mifiwled 
To grace the l^^trj hour ; 
But time, nor change, nor sorrow shall arail. 
To bid our earaeat truth and friendship &il. — 



Companion, friend, adieu ! 
Th jr future home is fiar ; 
But Love, onchanging, true. 
Will be thy guiding star. 
Though strangen press around. 

And eailj ties be riven. 
One foithfid heart is thine, 
The dearest boon of Heaven ! 
Lit by its quenchless light, iu steadfast beam, 
Hay thy life glide, as an imraffled stream. 
h2 
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Farewell to thee, mj friend ! 

Witk jean may jojt increaM ; 
Hay God o'er tfaee extend 

The oHts branch of peace, 
Swenelj glidings on. 

Hay heaTenly hope snatun 
Thy spiri^ gentle one, 

When hnmaa aid is vain : 
And should tliy soul beneath afflictioni bend 
Oh t comfort the«, thy GoD mU be thy friend. 



Think of me, dear one, when 

The twilight shadowi fall ; 
Let faithM memory then 

Some thonght of me recall. 
And when bright Fancy's spella I 

Post moments shall restore, I 

Some cherished dream of home. 

And friends thou'st lored of yore, 
Oh ! with their fair remembrance may there blend 
A recollection of thy absent friend. 



If richer friends b« thine, 
Yet not one heart will beat 

^^tli warmer lore than mine ; — 
Though we no more dionld meet 

I pray that joy may shine 
Around thy earthly way. 
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Asd bettw j(^ be thine 
Wb«n life hu pasted awa;. 
And tk^ fireed spirit soon where life shall be 
Th; herit^e tkraagb all Eterait; ! 



Adieu, m; friend, adieu ! 

Affection lingers yet. 
And turns to weep with jroU) 

The tear of fond regret ; 
Oh I may this simple son^, 

Warm from m; heart to thine, 
Responsire echoes wake, 

And memory's ohaplet twine ; 
And shoidd we meet no more, oh ! ma; it be 
A token of my lore for thine, and thee. 



THE MARTYR. 

" He that woild olimb tbe wo; to Hemen, mnalallmh Ibnwghjaji ud 
. He ikst woald wear > Hartyr's crnwn, mot alied > Mxrtyr'B lean." 

Bbsidb that pile of blaring wood. 

Whose flames rose wild oa high. 
The youthful Martjr dauntless stood, 

Though none he lored were nigh. 
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A strange and cruel race of men, 
Who ill-deserred the name, 

With fetten mde had botmd him, then 
With tortures racked his frame. 



And then the^ led him forth to die. 
Condemned b; savage laws, 

He'd ne'er his reverenc'd fdth deny, 
Or shrink in such a cause. 



And glory shone orotmd Us brow, 
And lit his mild blue e je ; 

Nought could his noble spirit bow, 
For God, — his God — was nigh 1 



A moment, and his pale lips moved 

As if in earnest prayer. 
Commending all big soul had loved 

To Heaven's protecting care. 



And human Love is high and strong, 

For, in that fearful hour. 
The meek and parting spirit long 

Strove vunly with Death's power. 
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Fond Memory brought each loved one m 
Of that aveet household band. 

Whom he had left in g^ef and fear, 
In his own distant land. 



But firm in Faith, he hoped to meet 
Those treasured ones on high ; 

In holj union to greet 

Them, 'neath a Father's eye. 



At length, the silver cord was loosed ; 

The ransomed soul was free ; 
The triumph of his foes was o'er ; — 

His was die victory ! 



The warfare o'er, the struggle past. 

By Faith we see him now 
Freed from earth's galling yoke at last, 

A crown upon his brow. 



Yes, he was faithful unto death, 
And won the promia'd crown — 

" The Crown of Life" — a fadeless wreath, 
Of glory and renown ! 
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Hii ptunfii] pilgrimage, wlule here, 

Eaduringl; he trod ; 
Bat now is dried the Martyr's tear, 

He dwells in peace with OOD ! 



A FRAGMENT. 
It was a lengtheaed Snmmer's 6a.j ; the snn had sunk to 

Leaving an hour of calm repose, — an hour I lore the best ; 
M^en wearied Nature's toils are o'er, when her dailj tasks 

are done 
And Twilight's lober douda have veiled awhile the glorious 



No breath disturbed the quiet air ; no st^n defaced the sky ; 
'Twould seem as if this lovely spot were favoured from on 

high; 
Aroimd in rich luxuriance grew each beauteous Summer 

flower i— 
Of the deep Mid holy calm around, my Bpirit felt the power. 



But ah ! not free from blighting ci 

unfelt 
By him, who in this fairy scene from youth to age had dwelt : 
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CorrouTel; the cbun hwl wound, ^Ud hopes with yoath 

were fled, 
For loved ones who ende&red that home, were sleeping with 

the dead. 



Betide a cottage door reclined this aged cafe-worn man, 
Whose silver locks proclaimed aloud his life was bnt a span ; 
And calmlj he aw^ted there the Bmnmona that would prove 
Freedom &om bnelineHB and woe, for he had nought to love. 



And as the wear; mariner beholds, when danger's past. 
The "Haven of his HopeH,"theportwherehema;rest at last, 
So welcomed he the Angel's touch, which bade his soul reugn 
Things fleeting for celestial joys, inmiortal and divine. — 



Whj should his spirit cling to earth, when all its joys were 

o'er ? 
His once bright aim for aye had set, to rise for him no 

more; 
For, one by one, his duldren all, he'd seen, in slow decay. 
Bright eyes grow dim, and fr^ile forms pass from the earth 

away. 



His lovely wife, too, who had soothed when blighting cares 

opprest, 
Tom from his arms, had long been laid within the valley's 

breast; 
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Eacli TBcnnt seat beude t&e hearth, — thoie flower* so fresh 

and fair, 
Remind him of long-buried joys, when thej, the loat, were . 

there. 



And now, once more, I gaae upon thii ne'er forj^otten scene ; 
The flowers are still as ^-eshlj ffur, the nunmer leaTeB as 

green 
As when I last its beauties saw ; bat he for years hath slept. 
The qniet, dreamleaa sleep of Death, bj all unmamned, — 

onwept. 



And other hands have planted there the £owers be loved so 

well; 
Strange faces, too, appear around, and break the hallowed 

speU; 
While sacred relics, rudely torn &om where they kmg hare 

Sacred mementos of the past, are worthless deemed and rain. 



But did I say, thou wert onmonmed by eVry human heart ? 
No, no ; in this, thy name and woes shall ever claim a port ; 
A weary wanderer thon^ I be, like thee by griefs opprest. 
Still Memory will return to thee, and long to share thy rest. 
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What powerful mfloence is thine ! 
What nu^c in thj tones divine ! 
Th^ struns can loodie the grief-worn heart. 
And for a time aweet peace impart ; 
RecaQ the memory of tlie dead, 
Of pleasures past, and friendships fled. 
Oh I when thj gentle struns we hear, 
The friends we love become mora dear ; 
Entwined with each transporting thought, 
Till we forget the world hath anght 
Of power, the spirit's dream to chmie 
Its wild imaginings displace. 
How potent is th; mystic spell ! 
Awaking feelings none may telL 
Inspired by thee, what thooghta refined, 
What holy rapture fills the mind ! 
All earthlxHii cares are quite fwgot. 
Or £ia a while are heeded not ; 
The soul would burst its iron chun, 
And seek its natiTe sf^ere ^^n ; 
Unfettered leave this world below, 
To share the joys that Angek know ; 
To join the choral host on high. 
Where music dwells btbbkallt ! 
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WE'LL REMEMBER THE PAST. 



We'll remember the past, thooghits bri^htneM hath perished. 

And nought from the ruin, save feding remains ; 
Thoogh darkened its shrine, dead the hopes that it cherished. 

And coldness and distrust hath mildewed its chains. 
For oh, 'twere far better in nlence to weep. 

For die jo^ we have known, (at the &iends that were dear. 
Than borrow from cold ones the smile that would steep 

In heartless oblivion AfTection's sweet tear. 



We'll remember the past, for though sorrow hath faded, 

And blighting hath troubled the fountain of bliss, 
Though doubt and suspicion its beaut; hath shiided, 

1 life hath no lure so beguiling at tUt. 
Then still be it ours, with Derotion to linger 

O'er each bright spot bj UEUORY'g footsteps imprest, 
Where LoTe's garland was twiu'd, and Time's haUowed 
finger ' 

More deeply hath printed its seal in the breast. 



Well remember the past, (or the future is shrouded ; 

A mystical veil o'er each prospect is spread ; 
And hearts must be saddened, and hopes still be clouded. 

If it bring not the dtarm that hath vanithed. 
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It may not return; joy's reality never 

Again shall illumine our dark pathway here ; 

Then oh ! from ita dreaming our spirits ahall sever 
No more, on their earthly divided career. 



Well remember the past, for its linka are imbrokea; 

Undiminished in strenglih still tJosely they cling, ^ 
For the world, though it reft them of beauty's bright token. 

Cannot shroud in its gloom fair Constancy's wing. 
And oh ! in our moments of sorrow and sadness, 

When sunk in dejection, o'erbnrdened with care, 
'Twill be sweet to look ba«k to that season of gladness, 

And dwell on the Hndnea, — the tendemeu there. 



Well remember the past, — for thongh Aill be the chalice. 

And tLongh deadly the draught which the world hath ii 
store. 
We may bow with a amilo to its hatred and malice, 

Since it cannot take from us the sunshine of yore. 
Then well treasure its beams, for hearts formed tike own, 

Unchilled by Adversity's pitiless blast, 
Uncheered by the sun of Prosperity's hours, 

Must live 'neath ita ray, — ^must love on to the Imt. 
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FEAGtUENT. 

What is life ? Alaa ! to me 
'Tib a dark and troaUed wo. 
Upon whose waten, deep and wide, 
& lonely bark is seen to glide. 
The sun was bright, when from the Bk<we 
'Twos latinched, amid the ocean's roar ; 
Its peaceful dawn and prospects g*,j, 
Gave promise of a brighter 6a.j I 
Bat storms arose, and shook the tkj. 
And angij waves oanie sweepii^ l^ ; 
The frag^e bwk still kept its oourse, 
Thoogh weakezied by the tAmpest^s foroe ; 
But passing onward, slowlj «ow, 
With shattered sail and dr[>opiiig prow. 
Seems tuiTing but the_^ife to sbsre 
Of muiy a nobler Teasel' there. 
Whose lofty forms have bent before 
The blast,— «nd sunk to lise no more ! 



MAN'S LOVE. 

Whbn the youthful heart is gay, 
And the beaming eye is bright. 

When sweet flowrets gem the way, 
And the bounding step is lif^t, 
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Then Man seelu to «in a tnuure ; 

Kind his w<a^ and bUnd hii brow, 
EUte with oniioiu joj and pleasure. 

He fondlj, firmly, breatliea tbe tow. 
Then is hie love a Bonbeam's ray, 
Chamg doubts and fears awaj. 



Bat when gained tlie pri*e he songht, 
A heart's a&ctiom, feelings, thought, 
A ftuth, confiding, pure, and deep, 
A IoT« which ne'er agtun shall sleqi, 
Then Man's affection fades awaj. 
As Stan before the coming daj ; 
More fleeting than the clouds that Aj, 
At eve ocrou the azni« sky. 
Then has his love a bli^ting power, 
Like tempest at the midnight hour. 



And when the late bright eye is diai, 

And pale the fur and &d£d cbaek, 
When torturing grief and 'cai's for Um 

Has nuule the fragile form grow weak. 
Then Man's We, for ever fled. 

He leaves the true heart to its doom ; 
One Mgh, peichanee, may mo«ra the dead, 

One tear b« wept abore hex taaik. 
Then Menory'a light lor erer seta. 
And Han affectitfn's vow fotgcta. 
1 2 
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THE DAY OF REST. 



How lovely is tlie da; of rest. 
To US in mercy given. 

So sweet, bo holy, and so blest, 
To fit onr souls tot He«ven ! 



How mnch I love this day to spend 
In some sweet village, where 

No sound disturbs the deep repose, 
But ^1 is pwlun and fair. 



The bell's sweet sounds tbat o'er us steal, 

Iiike mosic &om above. 
Impart pure thoughts our wounds to beol, 

Of peace, of joy, and love. 



Where is the heart, however dead 
To feelings soft, refined. 

But here would feel devotion shed 
Its calm upon the mind ? 



The cliurchyBrd neat, the lowly grave, 
What thoughts to us unfold ! 

Soon must w« lie, like those beneath, 
As silent, still, and cold. 
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No marble monuments of pride, 

Prof&ne this lonely spot ; 
WUch onlj mock the cUj they hide, 

Nor keep it unforgot. 



The rustic church, the infant choir, 

A nameless charm possess ; 
Whose voices heavenly thoughts inspire, 

To calm, to soothe, to bless. 



'Tie then we think of absent friends. 
And heaven's protection pray, 

To guide them safe till life shall end, 
And this world pass away. 



In scenes like these, who would not wish 

Each sabbath day to spend. 
Nor sigh for aught, save future bliss, 

And joys that never «)d. 



OhJ welcome, then, this peaceM day. 

For sweet devotion ^ven ; 
When worldly thoughts no longer sway. 

But all are fixed on heaven. 
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Oh, where doth pare Religion dwell ! 

Where maketh she her sainted home ? 
Is it within the Homit'i cell. 

Or 'neath the proud Cathedral'* dome ? 



On oltaM raised bj wealth and power 
Loves she to rear her sacred shrine ? 

Or doth the loud and lengthened prajer 
Proclaim her influence divine ? 



Is she within the cloister's gloom, 
Where rigid Sisters bend the knee ? 

And Monks, austere, the hours a 
Destined far better lums 



Ah, no ! snch sacrifice is Tain, 

Our gracious QoD requires not this : 

An humble, contrite soul, will gain, 
Whatd'er its lot — more perfect Wiss, 



True piet; is ever found 

With lowly meeknesi to exist, 

Where feelings with good-will abound ; 
la fiith and hope its rites conrist. 
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Its prayer a tmobtnisiTe, mildt 
And b|eathecl m loUtnde alone, 

A spirit, like unto a child's, 

That pleads for sorrows not hs own. 

Then whatsoe'er may be its creed. 
It matters not if pm« its abrine, 

Unskilled in wmrd, but rich in deeds, 
It shineth widt a light dinoe. 



THE CONVICT SHIP. 

Slowly, sadly, o'er tbe waste of waters 

Doth yonder toll and stately veBHel glide ! 
Bearing afar Misfortune's hapless daughters 

From this fair land of plenty, peace, and pride — 
The deck b thronged, and many a tearful gaze 
Rests to the last on scenes of happier days-~ 
But now, the last glimpse fled, no longer they descry 
Aught save the ocean fast — the blue and spreading skj ! 

The Convict Mother, with a haggard look, 

Her sickly infant to her bosom drew ! 
The cold and sullen air her brow forsook. 

As England's shores receded from her view. 
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A bnnuDg Mar, the first her fate had wrung. 
Bedewed her cheek, ae o'er her babe she hting ; 
Then with a quick conTulrire start, she spoke — in accents wild 
" GOD wiU protect Aee, dear one, thoogh thou art a felon's 
chUd !" 



Beside her, with a dark and scornful eye, 

A form attenuate, and features pale, 
A ^1 appeared, no penitential sigh 

Her bosom heaved — once fair, but now, how frail ! 

She heard the words of Faith — she saw, do longer dead. 

The calm a trust in Heaven through self-abasement shed ; 

Yet with a low derisive laugh, a lip which mocked the rod, 

She turned, a scourged and blighted thing, to brave the 

wrath of GOD ! 



Apart from them, in light and heedless mood. 

Unconscious yet how dark the doom they dared. 
Two dark-eyed maidens, linked together, stood, 

Who toys in childhood, — crime in youth had shared. 

Scarce fifteen Summer suns had o'er their pathway shone, 

Yet guilt had stained each brow ; and, sad to look upon. 

Or think that aught so beautiful stamped with a curse should 

be, 
Branded with shame, a nuu^ for scorn, contempt, and 
obloquy ! 
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Oh ! this was much ; but aaiidet far the gazer's spirit . 
grew, 
As tott'ring 'neath the weight of jeara, a i>od7 bending 

Ad old man with a palsied haiiil, big scanty garments 

Closer atoimd ; for through his Teins — the tbia bb>od 
moved but slow, 
Like some dishonoured, hoary [nle, decay hath seiied 

He stood alone ; for none were near of all the loved and 

gone; 
And e'en the guilty threw on him a look of hate and scorn. 
Since age and white locks were as nought — of wisdom, virtue, 

shorn. 

Another form, with int'rest deep, yet ehuned the parUng 
gaze. 
Whose small tbin hands together clasped, blue eyes 
upraised, and dim, 
A brow where gathering fast appeared Religion's dove- 
like rays, 
As with a timid knee she bent and bared her heart to 
HIM,— 
And 'twaa a lovely sight to see, amid that wretched crowd, 
One heart reclaimed, one spirit won, one head in meekness 
bowed. 
A contrite " Magdalen !" redeemed from darksome paths of 

O'er such the myriad host on high ezoltingly rejdce ! 
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Now swifter glides the Teuel on ; it nobl j mts tbe wvret. 
Wearing' a gaj and pleasant look, with white and 
flutt'ring Mils, 
The Royal Flag, suspended high, each light wind proodlj 

It bids defiance to the Foe, each fiiendlj beacon hails ! 
But for the hearts that beats within, heads bowed by «n 

and crime. 
Borne firom their natare land, ta dwell in a £u, foreign 

Hay He, who, for ten righteous' sake, the city dooHud had 

spared, 
For one repentant pardon, thou^ " HiB red right ana" be 

bared. 



THOUGHTS ON GOOD FRIDAY. 



" It ii finished." John i 



This day, let every earthly can, 
All lighter thoughts, depart ; 

Let sorrow, deepest sorrov, &1 
Each lowly, Christiaii heart, — 
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This ia.j, the " Lamb of God" wm lUin ; 
This daj beheld bis «ngui^, pain, 
When low He bowed His suffriiig head, 
ProcUimiiiir "ItitfiniMdf 



All — all was o'er I the mip was dranli, 
Whose very dregs His lips had driuned, 

'Twas bitter, yet He never shrank, 
His Father's will — His fate ordtuned ; 

And meeldj did the Saeiour bear. 

And noMj did Hib spirit dare. 

Humiliation, torture, death. 

The cruel taunt, the Bcorning breath, 



Of impious men — who heiqied on Him, 
The scourge, the malefactor's doom ; 

But Heaven beheld, and dukness dim. 
Filled all the land with fearful gloom ; 

The Temple's veil was rent in twtun ; 

And graves restored their dead again ! 

The sun grew duk ; all nature, won 

From brightness, mourned Ood'b righteous Sod. 



A lost and ruined world to save 

From sin and sorrow, death and shame, 
£t«mal woe, tJie darksome graTe, — 

Th' undjing worm,— ^ thu HE came. 
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A sinleM Bacrifioe for guilt 
The blood of innocence iru tpilt ; 
Redeeming love the curse remored. 
For nn atoned, — man's freedom proved. 

Alaa ! wh&t trembling, guilty fears, 
What deep repentance, fruitleaa, rain, 

Throu^ long and conscience-atricken years 
Became Htw cruel murd'rers bane. 

Long, long those hands hare nerreleas been, 

The voices hushed, and changed the scene ; 

Bat itiU their in^iovu cry* remains ; 

And sdU their guilt their ofiepring gtoinE. 

As outcasts now, with branded name, 
They wander forth ; no home have they, 

Their land deserted, dinimed its fame, 
And " Sion's Harp," once sweet and gay. 

All silent, sad, is heard no more ; 

Its melody — its music o'er. 

For Judah's sons are scattered far. 

Without a guide, — a leading star. 

Oh ! shall we then, upon this day. 
Forget to mourn our follies past ? 

Fling all but penitence away. 
And in the thought of love so vast, 

" • Hii Wood bs on na. Mid on our ohi1dr«ii !" 
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Amaxmg', wondrous, mateUeu, great. 
Deplore our own unworthy state ! 
Low in the dust prostrated be, 
And pray with deep humility 1 



Behold! on " Caly'rfa Mount," afar. 
The Satioub on the &tal Tree ! 

Bedemption'B there ; Ms precious blood 
Was shed, the Humer's soul to free ! 

And is that sacrifice in run P 

And shall we crwafj Again 

The " Lord of Idfe," who died, that we 

Might live through Him eternally ? 



Oh, no, let cherished guilt depart ; 

Let him that sinneth sin no more ; 
But gratitude inspire each heart : 

The " Day of Qrace" will soon be o'er. 
Then cleansed from every esr^y stain, 
Lupure, unholy, light, and vain, 
Through CHBiBT'e atoning blood we soar. 
To dwell with Hjh, for « 
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" A Franohnun wu IranOiiiir Id tba Rolj LSDd, and found x little 
Seedling unong the Cedaig of Lebanon, which he longed to bring awsf 
aa a memorial of hia travela. He took it up tenderlj witb &11 the eaith 
abonC iti little raolB ; and, for wuil of a bettei flower-pot, planted it 
oarefollj Id hil hat ; there he kept it, ukl tended it. It wai carried to 
Paria, and planted moKt orefnllj in iIm Jakdin deb Flahtrs. It 
had grown and flonriehed for a hundred yeui, nben it iraa cat down to 
Biske room for a Rallwaj.'* — Sbakpb'b London Maoazine Jvr 
April, 1616. 



BoBNB from its native dime, itB ettrl; home. 
The Bacred Eastern soil which gave it birth, 

Over the raging deep, — the billow's foam, — 
To flourish in far European earth. 



The " little seedling," nnreed with tender care, 
Qrew to a lofty height — a noble tree. 

Beneath wboce spreading bianchoB, fragrant, fair. 
The weorj stranger, irosa the sun's rays free. 



Beneath the grat«ful shade, at ease reclined. 

And Childhood, witli its meny sports, was time, 

And e'en the desolate, the dumb, the blind, 
With one consent, would to the spot repair. 



For its own sake the Cedar was held dear. 
And old men loved its history to tell. 
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Tlie fetter'd pns'iwr,* pile mth grief aud Iter, 
jEfszed widt a viitfiil eje from hii Ions c^ 



Where waving in the balmj summer air, 

Ita bright green leaves a freshnesi conld impart, 

Be-herre the spirit, sinking with despair, 

And soothe with thoughta of home the a^itii«'a heart. 

For it» own soke the Cedar was held dear. 
But, for the Slemoriei whicli it enshrined 

Of that hright land which saw the brief career 
Of HIM, the Suffering Mabttb for Mankind ! 



'Twaa aa a relic held, of fuuuted wioth, 
And pioua hearts, ishaling ita pwftnne. 

In fancy marked the spot which gave HIM birth. 
And with devotion liorerod o'er HIS tomb ! 



Ohl oft, perchance, the Hebrew, loitering new. 
By Christiaa aeal a " Chriatian Zealot" laad^ 

Beneath ita leafy shade has shed the tear, 
Aa to the Christian's OOD his tows he paid. 

* " Then wM DUM ■ priaon nt the end of th«e g&rdenn, a dsit and 
diinul dIsds. Th« boUdiag wu a loAf lae, divtdad iato mmf )t«tiei. 
Tb« oena wen dieai; and oomfoitleM, jat thoM who could jmnm > 
little monej bj' uij roeani, gladly paid it, to be allowed to rent ooe of 
thetopmottedU. Wkat was it tbat made Umm nine tUawmybttghtP 
It waa , that, biTCud Aat Ami of abimiuji, and dasart plala of alatca, 
tbej Mold aaa the C»dar qf LtbamKl" 

e3 



=d by Google 



MiaCXLI<ANE0U8 .POSVS. 



Or, borne afar by Memory's hollowed power, 
Once more the East's bright gloriee he espies. 

Sees gushing rills through radiant valleys pour, 
And birds of glittering plumage greet the *kie*. 



He stoops to pluck the flower in childhood loved,— 
Alas 1 'twas all a dream : — an Exile he, 

Taun(«d and shnimed, hia weary spirit moTed, 
He clasped, e'en as a friend, the Cedar TVes / 



For its own sake the Cedar was held dear, 
As the soft triU — the merry note would tell. 

When 'neath its shelt'ring roof, withoot a fear. 
Each warbling wild-bird btdlt his tiny oelL 



The atomis and tempests of a hnndred years. 
The fit^ chuiges of eTentfnl time. 

Life's fruitless cores — its fleeting hopes and fears. 
Marred not its glory — weakened not its prime. 



Still, in tte hey-day of its T^nr, stood 
The beautiful — the favourite — the free — 

Gay — flourishing and f tur— o'er field and flood — 
The pride of all— tiie noble Cedar Tree I 
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And non, oh ! where are all ita g'loriea now ? 

Alas ! the envious axe hath nipped its pride, 
Hadi levelled with the dust ita lofty brow. 

And scattered ita green honours far and wide ! 



Alas ! what heart-warm ties ; crushed in its fall. 
With its dead, sapless roots, a grave have fouod ! 

While on the hallowed spot harsh voices call, 

And Btaboay Traiw pass o'er the harren ground ! 



And these, Timet changet ! these the sad effects — 
Of man't capriee ! the restless lord of all 

I£s MAKER'S bounteous gifts, which he rejects, 
And o'er them seeks to fling i>6Iitnon'j pall ! 



But, vwn Am puny efforts — v^n Am skill— 

The rain by him wrought but spreads the fame — 

Displays the power of the Creatob'b vrill. 
And to the Cedab givea a lasting same I 
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THE VISIONARY. 



" Fr^l ooloan fiang in nin, uid ^et 
A thousBud times mora dear 

Tbui Mij aotoftl happiaMi 
Tbsl ever briftbtsned bare." ' 

Lipe's sweetest bliaa, ita dearest joy. 

Is ttL^ng &om my anxious view ; 
B«ceding fast those vmona fly 

Which once could live alone in you. 
I may not, cannot trust thee now ; 

Im^^nation's dreams are o'er ; 
Despair's dark shade is on my brow ; 

My heart's peace □athing' can restore. 

Long has the dear illiuion shone 

In hrightness o'er'my lonely way. 
And long IVe lored to dwell upon 

Thy futhfol biendship's brilliant ray ; 
For though a cloud of darkness may 

Have oft obscured its radiant light, 
Such transient gloom hath passed away, 

And left its beaming still more bright. 

But ReaaoQ now asserts its sway. 
And clothes thy memory in its hue ; 

My spirit trembling with dismay. 
To find the silent warning true. 
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Yet casts a lingering look behind, 

And vainly bids th; form depart ; 
Though lost, thon'rt dear ; and, though unkind, 

'Twere worse than death &om thee to part. 



Bnt 'tis a cheat, a mockery all, — 

A vision vain as it is tail ; 
These altemations but recall 

Hope's luring beams to nurse despair. 
Then hence ! away [ deluding thought ! 

I have no friend ; the phantom's Aed ; 
My destiny is darkly franght ; 

My home is with the ulent dead. 



The hope I may no longer nurse. 

That one kind thought to me is given. 
And oh ! than selfishness ^were worse 

To wish thy own heart's tie were riven. 
I do not, will not, — all I ask 

Is less of kindness in thy look — 
Methinks mora easy were the task 

If there I once could read rebuke. 



Yet let not coldness chill the heart 
That seeks but this ratuni from thee : 

Still feign a smile, still act a part, — 
'Twill soothe awhile my misery. 
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With, thee no earthly wiah of prajer 
Unratified mj soul con know ; 

Apart from thee 'tis all despiur — 
An aching Toid, an esdlew woe. 



Why did we meet ? why am I doomed 

To linger oat in hopeleaa pain — 
A wasted life by care consumed, 

A heart that may not lore agun ? | 
I weep my fate, and moton my lot, — 

Ashamed and aoirowM I turn 
From what can never be forgot, 

Thy light, though dimmed, must erer bum. 



'T!s strange, but wheresoe'er I fiee — 

Whate'er my gaze may rest upon— 
Though stranger lips oft^reathe to me 

Affection's words, in gentle tone, 
All silent things but speak of thee, 

And words of praise unheeded fall. 
Thy form, beloved, alone I see, 

•Thy accents softly banish aU. 



And in my heart's deep treasury. 

E'en cold and careless words of thine. 

Are dear ami precious, prized by me 
As guarded treasures in a mine. 
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to know irithin iIlj botom dwdt 
A voe I might wf aoothe or ahan ; 

Were bitCerlj— wne douUy felt. 
And could bring nothing but dsqtair. 



Then, thongh to bi«adie the eelf-Nnne air 

That, breathed by thee, were more than blest. 
To make th j peace my deareit tan, 

And build on it my home of mt, 
To wait thy wishes, tend diy wants, 

With all a mother'*, sister's leftl. 
And feel for thee my spirit pant 

With thought too ferrent to rereal, 



To whisper in thy willing ear 

Each soft emotion, tender, tme, 
And tell the thousand t^onghts that here 

Flit from my silent heart to you, 
To dwell with pride iq>on thy name, 

And shield it from the sland'rer's tongne. 
To be, in heart and thought the same. 

Though all should heap reproach and wrong. 



Though bliss like this 'twere mine to clum, 

rd e'en so dear a lot resign; 
And barter, with devoted aim, 

My er'ry hope to p^eot thine. 
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For, oh ! 'twere better fw to be 
A lonely, atlent, hopetees tfaiug, 

Than look witk lad regret oa thee, 
A ahuer in mj n 



But if in all desOTving thee, 

Id fame and fwtime, name and worth, 
If all thy heart's felidtj, 

Hopes to which lore had giTen birth, 
Were mine al<me, — ^then, bleat our fate, 

Cemented by the strongest ties, 
We'd bravely dare the world&ng'a hate, 

CommingQng botli onr destinies. 



Then, hand-in-hand through paths of fiowera, 

A bright and shining light above. 
Sweet converse should endear the hours, 

Hallowed by fond and mutual love. 
One hope should animate our sonle — 

One fear depress — one sorrow sway — 
One joy should bodi our spirits Mess — 

And to one God our hearts should pray ! 



But, ah ! this is an idle dream, 
A &ir and fading phantasy ; 

And, oh I it doth but ill beseem 
My heart to dwell on such to <Am ; 
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To tliee, the plighted, fond, and jouog, 
The treuured of another'a heart, — 

Forpre ! Ill not the theme prolong, 
But bid Buch visioningfl depart. 



For vain the taak, vhen to th; heart 

A stranger I must ever prove ; 
Nor own the poorest, metmest part, 

Of aU thy deep and hoarded love. 
Such love BB would have made me blest. 

Beyond my wildest, narmest thought. 
Whereon my long fed hopes could rest. 

Of aimless birth by Fancy wrought. 



Formed, ere they knew the world contained 

A heart as warm, a soul as free, 
A soaring spirit that disdains 

To court its smiling treachery. 
That dares to place its happiness 

On things less fleeting and more pure, 
Hopes that have power to guide, to bless, 

And will, through life, in death endure ! 



Then be such destiny thine own, 

AU, aR of bliss, though mine be woe ! 

For why should I the truth disown, 
That all of lustre life can know 
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Is caught from thee ; a bleBBod ra; 

That brightly beams when tJion art oigh ; 
But, lost to thee, 'twill soon decay, 

Like me, 'twill quickly fade and die. 

Then mock me not again, ah, never 

Tell me that a love more dear 
WU live, where thy idea ever 

Enshrined and sacred doth appear. 
Oh, let no light and careless words 

In cruel mockery be spoken. 
My heart too faithfully records 

Their import, — as dark sorrow's token ! 

Then, farewell ! dearest ; though I go, 

I may not leave one thought behind ; 
Nor banish one destroying woe ; 

Nor give thy mera'ry to the wind. 
No, no, ni not forget thee ntw ; 

But dream about thee as before ; 
And may the GoB to whom I bow, 

Protect and bless thee evermore. 



:,, Google 



HISCXLLAHZOOS POIUfl. . 



THE EXILE AND HIS CHILD. 



A1.A8 ! my Father ! chase that look of care, 

Baniah this silent, ceaseless, bitter woe, 

Nor let despair's dart cloud o'ershadow thus 

The bland expression, ever thine of yore — 

'Tis true, from &iends, from country, and from home. 

By an ungrateful Sovereign's stem decree, 

Thou art an Alien ! yet smile, my Fath^, 

Let Hope's bright beam illume thy sunken eye, 

And peace revisit thy despturing heart ; 

Behold the comforts that are still our ovni, — 

The blessings we possess, — the same bright sun 

niumee our path, and gives its cheering rays : 

The mountain tops, too, look as green and fair ; 

The flowers bloom sweetly, and the wild birds sing 

Telling of joy and gladness. God is good, — 

Oh, yes I our God is merciful and just ! 

He hath but token from thee earthly splendour. 

To fill thy mind with higher, nobler things, 

Than this fleet world with all its pomps may boast, — 

To teach it to aspire to purer joys 

E'en an inheritance in that far world 

Which shall remain when this hath passed away ! 

And oh, my Father ! thine that fadeless wreaih. 

That deathless crown which gives eternal life — 

Immortal glory ! and unending bliss 

To all whfseek with humble, contrite hearts. 
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The prize to gain ! — Than oome, in this lane qtot 
By Nature formed for pious holj worship, 
We'll raise an AJtar to His aacred uam« 1 
And offer here, in lowly, meek submiwioD, 
The fervent faith of two devoted hearts. 

'Twas break of day, in splendour rose the sun, 

Darting its beams into a lofty room 

Where, on a sumptuous couch, reclined a form 

Whose hours were numbered ! — O'er his aged brow 

The tyrant Death had set bis awful seal — 

But for the pore spirit then departing, 

He had no terrors — ^peace, sweet peace ! was there, 

Almighty love, firm ftuth, and hopes of bliss — 

Had welcome made his summons to the tomb ! 

Beside him knelt a fair and lovely girl, 

SiB only child — and she had been for years 

His joy and solace — in dreary exile, 

When loss of power and wealth o'erwhelm'd his soul, 

Her gentle haad guided his feeble steps — 

And smoothed the pillow of desponding age — 

Her sweet voice too, inspired by filial love, 

Had ope'd to him a never-failing source 

Of consolation, — Faith had promised him 

A rich and sure reward for all the woes 

Inflicted on him by the heartless world. 

Thus time pass'd on, and in its rapid course 

Brought to that aged man, and his fair child, 

A change unlocked for and scarce heeded now. 

Again were riches, fame, and fortune theirs— 
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But iwTCV did the parent's heurt fwget 

His years of ezik — w the pom eare * 

Of the deroted gii\, who hovered o'er 

The peaceful death-bed of her aged sire — 

" Farewell, mj ehild I" whispered a. feeble roice, 

" We part — but for a time, 'twill soon be o'er, 

In joy we meet again !' The murmur ceased — 

And, as the Son in glory sunk to rest. 

So did bis Spirit calmly pass away ! 



Ob ! say, can aught again restore 

Lustre to the faded rose ? 
Or bid the sable clouds of night 

The noonday's radiance disclose ? 
Restore that verdure to the heart 

Whereon its first sweet feelings grerw, 
When Faith and Hope could joy impart. 

And time but hollow'd as it Bew ? 

No, no ; the past for ever gone. 
Leaves only waste to rest upos ; 

Destroys ihe heart's first vernal bloom. 

Nor leaves one flower to deck its tomb ; 
Sees hopes, affectdons, prostrate — dead — 
And Hi — save changeless Memory, fled 1 
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* THE MOTHER AND CHILD. 



" If .hii cold world hM on. 


tie more holy, and more redeemed from all 


Mifish feeling thsn mather, it 


. ii that •rbioh bind* the vidour and orpban 


togetber." 


L. E. L. 



M¥ beautiful, mj bright one ! as I gaze upon tbj face, 
And look with eyes of fond deligbt upon thy form of grace, 
As I part the fairy loclu of gold fi\>ni off tby brow so fair. 
And trace the sweet and sunny smile thy features love to wear ; 

As I ponder on the many traits of goodness thou hast shown. 
On thy gentleness of spirit, and thy tendemesa of tone, 
Thy keen miceplibility, thy feeling quick and wiW, 
I tremble for thy happiness, my own, my darling child ! 



For a young heart so sensitive the world hath much in store. 
With power to grieve, and wound its peaca, when I may be 

When no fond mother's watchful love is nigh to shield and 

When all her anxious prayers are hushed to silence in the 
grave. 

All things to thee seem beautiful, as yet thou hast not known 
That grief which dims the brightest eye, «nd quells the 
buoyant tone : 

L 3 
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And, oh I maj'st thoa, love, nerer knov the sorrows I conld 

teU, 
The woes this stricken heart hath felt, now hid in Hem'rjr's cell ! 



Far brighter be tLj lot, my child, maj no mde hand deform. 
Or darken o'er each brilliant scene thy fancy fair may form ; 
The tissue of thy young pure thoughts be ever gay as now, 
Illuming with life's dearest joy* thy fair and sbadeless brow ! 



Thou art my only treasure, now, dear relic of the past, 
A sacred pledge of oM whose love was mine e'en to the last ; 
And oft my spirit wanders back to moments pass'd away, 
And lingering, longs to share witli him his silent house of 
day. 



My husband, and thy father, sweet, but ah ! thou ne'er hast 

The light, the joy, the happiness, hit presence round hath 

thrown; 
Thy cherub form unconsciously received lus warm caress. 
Nor knew, as with fond pride he gazed, how muck his love 

could bless. 

Ah ! Life was then one summer day of calm and peaceful joy. 
Sheltered by his protecting anus I could its storms defy ; 
Its poisoned darts were harmless, theo, divested of their power. 
His love, the rock on which I stood, — hie smile, my richest 
dower ! 
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And years have pak'd — but Hem'ry still recaJli eacK look 

and tone, 
And conjvires up, with Tivid ray, the light for erer flown ; 
Nor would I drink of Lethe's stream, forgetfiilness to hrin^ — 
Dearer than life each tender thought which round the past 

doth ding ! 



I could not thus have lingered on, but for thy sake, my child ; 
Thy love hath been the silken tie which bound in fetters 

I could not leave thee lonely here, 'mid cold neglect to dwell. 
None other care could guard thy youth, or watch thy steps 
so well. 



God gave me strength to drain the cup, which mig4it not 

pass from me ; 
That I might live it was Hi8 will, thy guidC) thy friend to 

be; 
With tender care to store thy mind with knowledge pure and 

high. 
To train thee for thy native home in yonder cloudless sky. 



My task fulfilled, then, dearest one ! I leave thee for a time. 

Until again, in joy we meet in that celestial clime. 

Thy father waits my coming, love, in dreams I see him 

stand,— 
A wreath of never-fading flowers he holds within his band ! 
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While on hie brow there resteth one ao glor 
The lustre of whose heavenly rajg mine e; 



1 and BO tail, 

can scarcely 



With anxious smilea he beckons me to where, enthroned in 

light, 
Are angel forms, like starry gems, eo beautiful and bright ! 

I turn me round to w^t for thee, and all hath passed away — 
I start and tremble, wake and weep, t» find I yet must stay ; 
But oh ! my spirit lingers still, though longing to depart, 
With all the deep, the yearning love, which thrills a Mother'* 
heart! 



Yes, m hve on for thee, mine own, then clasp thy hands eo 

Look upward to thy father's home; and pray that home to 

For who can tell but GoD alone, perchance of woe beguiled, 
Ue soon may greet both lo?ed ones there, — the hotbbr and 
the CHILD ! 



THE SOLDIER'S MOTHER. 



The day was fair, the morning sun shone bright, 
And seemed to smile in mock'ry at the scene. 
The awful scene, the last day's work had made. 
A deep and gloomy silence reigned around. 
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Unbroken ; save at mteivals, by those 

Fierce birds whose wild, discordant scream, 

At once bespoke them eager for their prej. 

It was a battle-field ; there lay in heaps 

Cold, stiff, and motionless, some thousand forms 

That late had been replete with life and hope. 

But few short hoors had passed since those brave hearts 

Beat with expected triumph ! There was one 

From out the many, whom I knew fiill well, 

A noble youth, the only child of one, 

Whose eT*ry earthly hope on him was placed ; 

For she was widowed, and he deserved her love 

Unchang^g, deep, and fervent as it was ; 

But his young heart beat with the proud desire 

Of winning laurels, and obtaining fame. 

The ifotAer listened to his glowing words. 

And visionary dreams of future bliss, — 

Of his return, with warlike honours crowned, 

To love, support, and cheer her latter years ; 

And as she gated upon his manly fooe. 

And marked the kindling glance of his dork eye, 

One moment turned with fondness upon her. 

The next resuming all it* wonted fire, — 

Ah ! who can tell, how weak were words to paint. 

The mingled feelings of the Parent's heart ? 

He was her oil on earth, the only tie 

That bound her spirit here ; her bosom throbbed 

Alike with joy and sorrow, hope and fear ; 

Proud was her look, and yet upon her face 

You might observe a deep and settled griefs 

Unlike the Spabtan Mother, she could not 
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Send forth her only boo, her feud heart's pridcj 

To danger, haply death, without a tear, 

A throb of agtHvy, — bat ia that hour 

Of deep distress, she turned to HIM whose ev 

Is eyer open to the Widow's prayer ! 

Yes, there she sought relief, nor sought in rain ; 

A holy w-lmnfM o'er her life was cast ; 

For pure Devotion dwelt within her breast. 

In prayer for him, she loved, the absent One, 

Her lime was spent, for him alone she liv'd ; 

And, when the awful scene of strife mta o'er, 

With trembling steps, and wildly throbbing heart 

She sought the field ; the ^aye of all her hopes. 

She called aloud upon ber Henbi'b nune, 

Alaa ! no voice responded to the call ! 

She gaied around ; at length her eyes beheld 

Hjs well known form ! but oold, alas ! in death. 

In one hand lay, close pressed upon bis heart. 

The miniature of her, whom he in life 

Regarded with the truth of filial lore ; 

Bis dying prayer was hers ; her name revered. 

His parting spirit breathed ; then winged its flight 

To mansions of the blest. Alas ! for her, the desolate, 

Bereaved one, — &om her no cry was heard — 

But there she stood, silent and motionless, 

In deep despair. The only tie which bound her 

To this sad world was broken, snapt the chiW 

Which ne'er could vibrate more. One deep drawn sigh 

Alone procl^med the agony within. 

And seemed to say "What now is life to me?" 
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Her lips she pressed to hie pale, marble cheek ; 
And faSntl; mnrmuring " We meet agun, 
Where troubles cease, and wearj souls find rest," 
Sunk bj his side, no more to rise again ! 



ON HEARING SACRED MUSIC AT MIDNIGHT. 



The midnight's gloomy darkness reigns ; 

Then whence these sweet angelic strains. 

So tender, musical, and low, 

Yet all inspiring in their flow, 

Awaking Sympathy's soft sigh. 

Yet lending wings to mount on high? 

Oh ! are thej tuned by mortal hand. 

Or Seraph from the " better land ?" 

Tkey come, though darkness veils the sky, 

As faith^ friends when grief b nigh ; 

The soul benighted turns to hear, 

And sheds the Hear'n-enlightened tear ; 

Such power hath music to inspire 

The heart with holy, high desire. 

TAey come, though gloom pervades the air, 

As voices loved in hours of eare ; 

But darkness, gloom, and night are fled. 

And ev'ry lighter thought is dead ; 

For through the mist of monming tears, 
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The " Sun of Righteoutness" appears. 

Oh ! sure luch melody wa« lent 

To perfect Heaven's divine intent, — 

To eail the w&nd'ring spirit b&ck, 

From pleuuro's wide and beaten ttadc. 

A pure and perfect source of bliss, 

Ev'n in a world so cold as this : 

Perchance, 'tis from the lyre of one 

Who from this earth hath long been gone, 

Thus straying from the world of light, 

To hover, through the dim, dark nig^ht, 

In watchfulness o'er loved ones here. 

Whom Time yet holds in bonda^ drear : 

Or some bright delegate of Heaven, 

To whom a high commission's given, — 

One of the countless seraph band 

Sent hither by Divine command, 

A parting spirit to convey 

From death and gloom to endless day. 

Again, the thrilling numbers cheat 

The soul of sadness, painting sweet, 

In grateful harmony, the love 

Of Him, the Holv One, above : 

And giving to the heart a joy, 

A foretaste of the bliss on high. 

Oh ! sacred solace ! be thou still 

Employed, the saddened soul to fill 

With joy and light, who, travailing 

With sorrow laden, on thy wing 

Soars far above this fleeting breath, 

And passes here the gates of death. 
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SONG OF THE SPIRIT OF THE WIND. 



I COME, a spirit of air ! 

A detuien wild and free : 
To sport with the golden hair — 

And echo the voice of glee ! 
On viewless wings upborne, I trarel through boundless 

Mj flight no human power can check, no mortal eye can 

trace, 
I gaily rove o'er earth's domun, I skim the far, fathomless 

sea. 
And I'm up on high, where the curtain'd sky unfolds its 

treasury. 



1 toy with the ruby lip 

Of the merry, laughing child — 
In the Raiu bow's hues I dip 
My pinions light and wild — 
The clouds and vapours he, awhile, on my slumbering wing. 
But roused, with a dismal moan, I to earth my burden fling 
And exult in my lofty home, as it bursts in a storm beneath. 
Or lurcling the .flood, in a playful mood, its falling drops 
en wreathe. 



I am in the forest drear. 
Where ita sturdy monaichs dwell. 
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.And their gatmt limbs shake with fear 
As they Bwing; beneath my epell. 
Bnt as the green and dancing leaves are whirled and tossed 

about, 
Now high, now low, dow quick, now alow, 1 glory in the 

And ofttimea with a fury dire, or in moments of reckless 

Some high, lordly branch, with an impulse stanch, I break, 
and fiing to earth. 



I chant o'er the gKllont dead 
A requiem wild and loud — 

As deep in their ocean-bed 

They moulder without a shroud — 
I impel the stately ship, as swan-like it moves along 
I fan the seaman's sunburnt cheek, echo the sailor's song — 
I ride high on the billowy waves, and scatter aloft their 

spray — 
I swell the white sail, 'neath the moon pale, as it gilds my 

glancing way. 



I rove with a fond delight 

Through Flora's beautifut.bowers — 
And rival the dew-drops bright 
In nursing the fragrant fiowers. 
With the gay and frolicksome Bee, the honey-dew I sip — 
And bear the balmy treasure, to bedew the maiden's lip ; 
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No miser am I, a precloua store I waA on mj wavy wing — 
To cheer the Earth, in its Summer dearth, and enrich the 
budding spring. 



Oh ! bright and fair is my way, 
Through glorious rales I sweep — 

Or listless, and languid lay — 

'Neath Night's starry dome asleep. 
And oh 1 h^h ii my misaon here \ frail Nature I sustain — 
Empowered by Ebu, whose vtord alone, secured Creation's 

reign— 
My power withdrawn, proud man agun, must a clod of the 

valley be — 
A dark torpid mass, each animate class, and motionless the 



I pass through the lattice low — 

To the bed of death repair. 
To refresh the fev'rish brow. 
And rerivB the droopers there. 
From the d^ng om I bear the breathings of Faith and love 
To the mercy-«eat on high, the Father of FaUh, above. 
And when each fond farewell Is sud, when Earth's latest 

ties are riven 
I bear away, from die beautiful clay — the Spirit pure to 

HKiVBN ! 
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ON PRAYEE. 



"AA, uAjt thtUnetira, tfamtjonijofmkjbefbll."— -Johns' 



Jx the deptliB of ^oom and Borrow, 

Wlien ihj stricien sjHrit dings, 
Vainly seeking hope to borrow 

From die lig^ of earthly things. 
When the world that oncecould ehana th«e. 

With ita gilded pngeaatt, fiiet ; 
Losing; all its power to calm thee, 

Dry thy tears, or check thy sighs, 
Then poor thy soul to OOD in prayer ; 
Thou'lt erer find stu« comfort tWe. 



Qamered in an eaithly stwdwue, 

Where mst and moth deqwil, destioy. 
Or dianoe, which evw lingers o'er w, 

To rob ns of each fieeting joy, 
Should the wealth thon long liast treasnred, 

Heaped in Fortune's smiling day, 
By which happiness thou'st measured. 

Take to wings and flee away. 
If this o'erwhelm tliy sonl with care. 
Seek peace in penitence and prayer. 
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If the dream of high ambitioD, 

Lead thee on by epecioos glare, 
Promising' a full hiiition 

To reward thy ceaselesB care, 
Deceiring thee with views of splendour, 

Cheating thee with visions great. 
Then bidding thee at once surrender 

Honoor, fame, and higK estate, — 
Oh, turn ! thy QoD will hear thy prayer, — 
And rescue thee from dark desp^r. 

And, oh ! if thou hast ever cherished 

, In thy breast a priceless gem, 

For which all other hopes haTO perished, 

Thy soul would spurva diadem. 
Should the charm which lured thee Tuiish, 

Fond smiles deceive, kind looks betray, 
What will then thy sorrow banish. 

And chase the cloud of grief away ? 
ftayer, fervent prayer, will soothe thy woe. 
In this, thy hitt'rest hour below. 

If the grave, in darkness, dreary. 

Hath coldly shrouded, one by one. 
All ties of earth, — and left thee weary. 

Spirit-broken, crushed, and lone. 
When, like the Dove, all vainly seeking 

A shelt'ring haven for thy rest. 
Dark gloom surrounds, no light is breaking. 

To shed its halo o'er thy breast, — 
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Oh, monmer, praj ! is pra^r thoult find 
A refuge for thy angniahed mind. 



Prayer will ease the heart of aaguish, 

'Tb a precioiu boon to man ; 
GiTen, leBt the bouI should languuh, 

Hety's pure flame to fan ; 
"n« the gidde that leads the spirit. 

In its tearful trarail here, 
To the bUss it woold inherit 

Far aboTe this lower sphere : — 
Then commune with tbj nlent beart. 
And bid vain hopes and fears depart. 

'Tia the link that pureljt Innds us 

To the Gbeat and HoLT Onb ; 
And when contrite, meek. He finds as. 

Bending low before HiB Throne, 
ffit influence is freelj given, 

Pitying Hs hears omr cry ; 
Heals the wounds by aagnish riven, 

Dries the tear in Sorrow's eye ; 
Then let your pure petitioni rise, 
Prayer— earnest prayer — will pierce the skies. 

'Twill purify from earthly dross, 

And elevate the mind ; 
Nor can Life's paltry evils croas 

The heart by prayer resigned ; 
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It is a blessing dU, auty clum ; 

God'b bounteous love descends. 
And, like yon Sun, the holy flame 

To nil tlie world extends ; 
And worlds unknown shall homage paj, 
fiend low tlie knee, repent, aad piaj. 



Oh ! when our lips, with pure deTotion, 

Pray for dear ones whom we love. 
What gentle, tender, sweet emotion. 

Doth the depths of feeling move. 
It is a privilege, so precious. 

Life without were dark indeed, 
Earthly love were merely specious. 

On heavenly love we could not feed, 
Without this PILOT for its guide, 
The Eoul wonld sink 'neath sin's dark tide. 



In intercession for our foes 

Pity heaves the mournful sigh ; 
And in forgiveness of its woes 

The warm heart pleads for them on high ; 
For all mankind. The wish expands 

And harmonizes ev'ry thought, 
Embracing near and distant lands. 

With fervid feeling only fraught, 
The Spirit's views, extended, clear, 
No longer linger, grovling, here. 
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Then ceaselen pray, for oalj thia 

Will lead to happinesa o£ar. 
To peace divine, to endlesfl bliss. 

Day's blessed dawn, and Glory's star. 
Oh ! if there be cold hearts that never 

Lift up the heart, the eje, in prajer, 
Thej barter Iiere, on high, for ever, 

The purest joy v^n mortals share. 
On earth 'tis balm to spirits riven. 
The wing by which they mount to Heaven. 



THE DESERTED ONE. 



Oh ! why did we meet 

Since we met but to part ? 
Why ia memory sweet 

To this fond, faithful heart ? 
Oh ! lone bave I striken 

Thy smile to forget. 
And drowQ in oblivion 

Each thought of regret. 



But vain is endeavour 
To banish the past, 

Brigbt. moments of pleasure 
Too blissful to last ; 
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Oh ! feelings tlie firmest 
Impressed on tbe mind — 

Wound, ^[wickett and deepeit, 
yfheaJriMdi are vnkmd. 

OhI'Trhy do IKre 

Now those momenta are o'er ? 
To know ^iou art lost 

That omJiiendAip't no more, 
To feel I fflojr meet thee, 

Though broken the spell, 
But must not, thou, dear one, 

E'en whisper — ^farewell ! 

Then think not of me 

What, unclouded thj way, 

Pleasure's cup is for thee, 
.And thy moments aregaj — - 

'Twere better forget me, 
Since Memory now 

Mutt bring care to thine heart 
And a cloud to thy brow. 

Yes ! forget me — farewell ! 

Be happy and free, 
Though Despair's icy fetters 

Are twined around me ; 
May she, thy bdoved one, 

Watch o'er thee with care, 
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Her deTotion untirmg, 
Unceoung her prayer. 

But should sorrow, despite 

Mj fond wishes, o'ertake. 
Should tnated frieadi leaee thee, 

And towd ona~-/bnai!e, 
Banember ! though absent, 

Neglected, forgot. 
The deterted one heet tt«e, 

Whateetr thy lot. 

For how can the heart, 

Thy affection Aw blest 
Experience without thee> 

Contentment and rest ? 
No I — Time's wdoome fleetnesa 

Still hurries me on ; ' 
But, ah ! aS its sweetness 

For ever is gone. 

Yet one bright hope appears, 

Which disperses the gloom. 
And points to long years 

When we've passed from the tomb. 
To years of bright promise 

Where in peace we may dwell. 
Where not a grief cometh 

Nor is heard a farewell [ 
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THE MAD GIRL. 

Oh, lead me from these bated walls, 

I am no maniac now ! 
My pulse with even teaour beats, 

A calm is on mj brow. 



I am not mad — no, — no ! 'tis past, 

Like a long and troubled sleep. 
From which I am awake at last 
s sad and deep. 



I remember all, — the dying look 
Of him I have loTod so well, — 

Ev'n now I bear, borne on the breeie. 
The moumfol funeral knell. 



And how they bore me from his grave. 
Where Reason fled her throne, 

And left me in this prison-house. 
Deserted and alone. 



Here, oft sad sounds of grief I hear, 
The low and plaintiTe sigh. 

Or vacant laughter, loud, and wild, 
Express the maniac's joy. 
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And nunithB hare psMed, — but I hare been 

Unconscious of their gloom. 
And now, but wake to welcome death, 

And journey to the tomb. 



Bat few short moments ken are mine, 
Then bear me from this place, 

A Mother's blesung to receiTe, 
Gaie on a Father's &ce. 



And let me breathe the fresh, pure air. 
Look on the clear, blue sky. 

Behold, my " Cottage Home" again, 
And I in peace shall die. 



Affection there will on me tend. 

And hover watchfol near 
Will close in peace my languid eye. 

And shed regret's soft tear. 



Will plant sweet flowers upon my grave, 

And water them at even, 
While &ee ai air, my soul shall fly. 

To meet the lort in Heaven. 
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THE MANIAC. 



CoMS, rove with me, my sister dear, a pale young creature 

A wreath of faded blossoms encircled her fair head ; 
A wild and wand'ring restlessness dwelt in her lustrous eye ; 
As dreamy thoughts of by-past hours flitted like shadows by. 
A moment, and her spirit sank beneath woe's heavy tie, 
Another, and in Fancy she was tasting bliss on high. 

And whither would'st thou wander ? asked the bright lip of 

the maid, 
Who with kindred loye companioned her in sunshine and in 

Shall we stray to the lone valley, with its melancholy sweet, 
Where the soft zephyrs gently blow, and the mium'ring 

ripples meet? 
Or shall we join the festive danee, in yonder laughing vale, 
Thine eye is bright, my sister, but thy cheek is wan and paJe, 

It is our village festival, and garlands fresh and fair 
Are ilinging in rich wantonness their incense on the air ; 
On the distant Glacier's lofty heights a softened light is flnng. 
And the " Rant des Vaehet," low and vrild, is gently, sweetly 

sung. 
Perchance, my sister, 'twill restore a freshness to thy brow, 
And soothe thy grief, through scenes once loved awhile to 

vrander now. 
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The g^entle euff'rer, paasivel;, b; her fond sister's hand 
Lured onwards, stood at leng^Ii beside the bright &nd happj 

But, like the perforated shell, &om whence the pearl is 

thrown. 
The brightness &om her life had fled, and left her young 

heart lone. 
With listless air and vacant eye she gazed the group upon. 
But pipe and dance inspired no more, — their Influence was 

gone! 



She stood sniid the youthful throng, a flower whose bloom 

had fled,— 
A desert spot, where life around its gayest Terdure spread ; 
And sadder still her sweet face grew, as she clasped her 

uster's arm, 
And bade her join the mirthful scene wiiile her heart was 

young and warm. 
For thee, she sud, Life's flowers may bloom in undiminished 

sbeen, — 
Its paths are smooth, its hopes are fair, — thy spring no blight 

hath seen. 



But to mj heavy, icy heart, the deadly nightshade's prest, — 
It drinks my blood, it dims my eye, it steals mj spirits' rest! 
And yonder, where the rank grass waves, and noisome damps 

exhume, 
'Neath the weeping cypress, gloomy yew, shall be my living 

tomb ! 
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Far, better far, by the loaely graTe, where a deathleBs chain 

is flung, 
To dwell, than move with a spirit scathed earth's sweetest 

bowers among. 



He&Ten's living lights were richlj flung on Switier's 

mountains high, — 
In the Tale below the summer lur was rife with melod; ; 
A lowly cottage, glancing white, 'mid clustring shades of 

green, — 
There, the enchantress, Beauty dwelt, and wove bet spells, I 

Alas! the light, tlie loveliness, abttfer jest conveyed. 
Contrasted with the tcrecifc ofmmd so sadly there pourtrayed. 

A maiden fair, once beautifiil, hut now bow changed her 

BecUned beside a clear, calm lake, within this cottage scene; 
A wreath of faded flowrets lay upon the mossy ground, 
A coronal of cypress-yew her hapless forehead bound : 
Strangely fantastic was her dress, — and oh ! her glassy eye 
No ray of intellect illumed, — 'twas fixed on vacancy ! 
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Poor maiden ! winds nuiy bnffet thee, and Time's tide onw«rd 

roll, 
Tfaoult heed it uot, 'twill biiag no change to tfajr nuconsdous 

D&rk Destiny faath done her wont! yet is she kind to thee. 
For with the loss c^ Reason came thy spirit's liberty ! 
Ev'n now, periiaps, 'tis wand'ring in dreamy worlds noknown. 
Learning the dialect of those that circle round Qod's throne. 

Er'n now, with him thoa'st loved so well, it may be, soaring 

free, 
As, ondiscerning, we deplore tfaj fate so bitterly. 
The tbonght is sweet, and brings a bahn for erery aclung 

wound. 
That eartli's cold boundaries cannot cheek the spirit's upward 

boond, — 
That Life's pure joy. Love's sweetest charm, parts not with 

parting breath. 
But Utcs where we the hved shall greet, nnseTered e'en by 

death '. 



Fabewbll! 

Though brief, alas ! thy sojourn here, 

How beautiful ! how bright ! 
An earnest of a long career, 
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hong Toa-j it be, and cloiullesa,— clew,— 
Wherein thoa'lt dij the monmet'i tear, 
And soothe the spirit's flight. 

Then fare thee well ! 



Farewell! 

A> all things fur and bright on earth, 

ThoD art known to be loved and lott ; 
But Mem'rj holds thy pre^ous worth, — 
Each wakened aool, in second Inrth, 
Bj thee snatched from Bdigvm't dearth, 

Shall breathe thy name, and monm the cost — 
Of this farewell. 



Farewell ! 

Thy Meeting ministry hath passedj 

No ontwaid sign can tell 
The holy chain o'er spirits eaa^ 
The futh, the le^, which at the last, 
The final day of reck'ning vast. 
Thy fame, thy praise shall swell — 
Eternally. 



FareweU! 

Thy fervent prayers we meekly pray, 

That chastened, contrite, won, 
Through this life's rugged, thorny way. 
With Hopa to cheer, and Fai& to stay, 
M 3 
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Out lips may immbljr leam to ay 
" Father, thy will be done !" 

Oil, tben farewell ! 



Farewell! 

Anotfier flock hath now thy care, 

Thy Mastsb wills it to ; 
HiB Hea/nly hand will ^uide thee there, 
Omniscienoe will thy tadc prepare, 
God's grace enshield, and o^iward bear 
Thy footft^ aa they go— 

Thoogh toil and care. 



Farewell! 

Thou mild and spiritual guide, 
Mtekneti and trvA are Omk, 
Persuasion flows, a hallowed tide. 
Thy eloquence, inspfred, supplied 
By Hni whose spirit doth abide 
In peace and lore diTine — 



Farewell! 

A bri|^t reward awaiteth thee, 

Thou chosen of the Lord, 
A crown of Immortality, 
Beyond the waves of Life's ron^ sea, 
A rest throagh all Eternity ! 
Prom perils and the sword — 

For ever free. 
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F&rewell! 

When gfuned the far off " ipirit land" 

Farewells ehaH never ating : — 
The juBt, — the good, — at God's right baud 
Shall meet, — a holj, happy band. 
And Sion's songs, serene and bland. 
Bit " Church triumpbant" dng, 

For ever there ! 



Farewell! 

As Chrwtiam part, onr parting be, 

Thy holy warfare o'er. 
Thy labours ended, oh I may we 
Whom now thou leaVst, thy glory see, — 
With thee adore GOD'S MAJESTY, 
And tread the pathless shore — 

Of Canaan'i land. 



Farewell! 

And DOW farewell \ with thought of thee, 

Thou " man of God," shall blend 
Our hopes of immortality, 
Ab, through lime's Tista, faith shall see 
Thy future, — brighter dwtiny, — 
With Israel's GoD thy friend. 

Thus, then, farewell 1 
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THE BRIGAND'S WIFE. 



Oh ! hear my petition, nor turn from me now ! 

The cold seal of angnish appears on mj brow ; 

Now m; sad ejes are darkened and dimmed with mj tears, 

And grief presses hard on my yet tender years. 

Oh ! remember the time when, all happy and gay, 
From the dear home of childhood you led me away ; 
Till then, not a care had this heart ever known, 
I lived in a bright beaming world of my own 

My parents I loved, as the kindest, the best, ^Ss-JJ 

Enshrined in this bosom their memories rest ; 
They tau^t me a knowledge, pure, holy, divine, — 
To worship the GoD of ii/j fathers and mine. 

On my love they reposed, ae a haven of rest, 
From cares that had harrassed, and griefs that opprest. 
Nor dreamt that from me, die loved source of their joy. 
The dart would be flung which their peace would destroy, 

Bnt long have I left them to grief and despair, 
Thy wild path to follow, — thy fortune to share, — 
For thee I've forsaken my bright sunny home. 
In darkness and danger the wide world to roam. 
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I have pledged thee my vows on the altar of Heftven, 
Unto thee mj afiectiona were fervently given, 
Those pronuses, »acred, Time ne'er shall efface, 
Nor, from this fond bosom, thy image displace. 



No, whatever thou art, still treasured, still dear, 
My devotion has changed not through trials severe ; 
Untiriog I pray thy dark errors may cease, 
That God may restore thee to pardon and peace. 

Oh ! think upon all I'*e resigned for thy care ; 
And turn not away &om the voice of my prayer ; 
Ah ! frown not upon me ; that terrible look, 
Which erst was so gentle, I now may not brook. 



Onr hoy, the fond pledge of our earliest love, 
Oh ! save him from sin, from example remove, — 
For how conldfit thou bear that thy innocent cbUd 
Should he branded with infamy, scorned, and reviled ? 

That he ftum the world should he exiled, and shame 
Obscure his young hopes, fling a blight on his name. 
Think, alas ! upon this, nor refuse my request. 
Let his infantine smile plead my cause in thy breast. 

Ah, me ! vrith what pride, as I gazed on his face, 
Had I loved in his features thy likeness to trace ; 
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Or taught his jonng mind th; Io*«d name to revere, 
To honour thy precepts, —thy mem'ry endear. 

But ah ! the sad thought of his parents may bring 
The deep blush to his cheek, and remembrance may fling 
On his heart's dearest hopes the dark shade of the tomb, 
And embitter each prospect in seasons to come. 

But enough — I have triumphed— the victory's mine ! 
And may Heaven revrard thee with blesnngs divine ; 
E'en though Life should be lengthened till Nature decay, 
'Twould be short for my gratitude thee to repay. 

Yes, et^nally thine, aU my future shall be 
Devoted alone to thy welfare and thee ; 
While affection each thought of the past shall destroy. 
And the smiles of thy first-bom allure thee to joy ! 



CHILDHOOD'S LAST SLEEP. 

The bud was fair and sweet to view. 

But ^agile in its form ; 
Tlie lily cheek, and eye of blue, 

Could ne'er withstand the storm ; 
It beat upon the gentle head. 
And all its beauty widierSd. 
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Sweet child 1 who, gazing on thee now 

So plaud, oslm, serene, 
With quiet iip, and m&rble brow, 

Could tell of what hadi been ? 
Or wish thy pure, bright spirit back, 
To tread again life's dreai^ track ? 



When raging fever scorched thy brain, 

Thy agoniang cry 
OsB list'ning ear did pitying, chain, — 

'Twas heard by One on high ; 
Uis Angel came, the fiat giren. 
He bore thy sltdess soul to Heaven ! 



Sweet suff'rer ! thou art called away 

In the yet early spring, 
Ere summer flowers have sought the day ; 

Or birds are on the wing ; 
But brighter flowers, and sweeter songs. 
Inspire fair Eden's happy throngs. 



Thy mother weeps ! to see thee lie. 

Thy early beauty gone ; 
And sighs to loose the gentle tie 

That made thee all her own ; 
And grieves to think those hopes hare fled. 
For thee so fondly cherishM. 
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Thy mother weeps ! a mother's teaj^ 

Are holy in their flow, — 
But when are fled some coming yeorst 

And o'er thy grave shall grow 
The long, green grass, this hour will b 
The fairett spot in memory. 



For then, dear child, her hopes will rise, 

Nor longer wish thee here ; 
But sigh to reach the radiant skies. 

And share thy bright career ; 
For, rescued from the ill to come, 
Thuu'st g^ned a brighter, better home. 



Costly and rare was each bridal gem ; — 

Bright and beautiful the Bride ; 
But gloom veiled the Bridegroom's lofty brow, 

And banished his look of pride. 
A splendid dower the fair one brought ;— 

Its magic power had bound him ; 
She knew not it was gold he sought. 

Or that its spell was romid him. 
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But the ch&rm was o'er, deliuion fled 

With each f&intly uttered tow ; 
For to }as mental view appeared 

A li^t form with gentle brow ; 
It whispered him of happiness, — 

Of hopes he had coldly spumed ; 
And once again Love's first pore flame 

la hia ai^^iushed bosom burned. 



Too late Amhition'a dream was o'er — 

Jewels decked his Bride's fair hand ; 
And high-born haught}' ones appeared — 

A gay and glittering band. 
He turned him froja the splendid scene, 

His high heart waa seared and cold, 
Despur was on hia brow, and thiis 

A sad tale of anguish told. 



Too late be found, though wealth hai power 

To estrange the once true heart. 
It eould not cheer a lonely hour. 

Nor blisB without love impart ; 
Then mournfully his spirit turned, 

His hopes repose were seeking, 
For soon the pallid lip and brow 

Foretold his heart was breaking. 
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THE FALLS OF NIAGARA. 



" Ob ! LoBD, how muiifold at Tig worki, in wiidom but Thoa 
intde them all— tha earth ii foil of Tbt riehea 1"— Psalk xt. i*. 



Hot oft the works of maD excite sorpiise 
And ftdmiiution, as our mmdering eyes 
Behold fresh products of hia skill uise ! 



But ah ! how little can these works compare 

With thine, nature ! — excellent and fair ! 

Thy falls, Niagara, to the eye most seem 

As the enchanted offspring of a dream. 

Bursting at once upon the gazer's sight. 

In all thy majesty — in all thy might. 

Thy rapid waters, and thy sparkling foam, 

Thy deep abyss, perchance the last sad home 

Of many a fearless soni, who strore in rain 

To st«m thy torrent, and thy shores reguo : 

But Yun, alas ! no human power conld save. 

And thy dread waters often prove a grave. 

But oh ! what human eye could gaie, nor feel 

A sweet emotion o'er his senses steal, 

Busing his thoaghts from Nature's works on earth 

To that great Being who has giv'n them birth. 

What unbeliever such a st^ue could view, 

And madly doubt the power which formed him too. 
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la ev'r; clime — in er'ry distant land, 

Is seen the work of an A^ighty hand. 

And where the foot of tn&a hath never trod. 

E'en there is felt the Majestt or Ood. 

There's not & tree, & plant, a flower we eee 

But should have power to raise our thoughts to THEE. 

Tqt wond'rous power in numerous acts is shown. 

And shall preBumptaooa man Thy might disown ? 

Unnumbered blessings Tbou to him hast given, 

A home on earth — a heritage in HeaTen. 

Oh, teach our hearts then hnmblf to adore, 

And, as we view Tht works, to pruse Thbb more. 



TO THE MEMORY OF A FRIEND. 



Thbi tell me the friend my heart worshipped is dead, 
That the turf of the churchyard grows over her head, 
That those bright eyes I anc« so delighted to see 
Will never more gaie with affection on me. 



Alas ! it is true, in the slumber of death 
Calm and sweet is thy sleep undisturbed by a breath. 
Thou art gone — tbou host left us for darkness and gloom 
In the pride of thy beauty laid low in the tomb. 
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Ob ! how happy were we, when in childhood we kiKv 
And rontuallf cherished a friendship so tnie, 
EnjoymeDt wm ours, for we dreamt Dot of ill, 
But those pleasures we past, and tb; bosom is still. 



How must we ad<Hre, tiien, the wisdom and might 
Of Htm who still ordereth all things aright, 
For if we, through the Teil of the future, could see. 
How wretched our term of existence would he. 



How little we thought in our moments of joy 
That a breath could our slightly built pleasures destroy, 
That disease in the form of consumption would come 
To check thy glad spirit, and hurry thee home. 



To tear thee from all thy fond heart held so dear. 
And Hunder those ties which alone bound thee here. 
From Mends wbose affection could sorrow dispel 
Thy sweet spirit faltered to hid them faraweU I 



I shall ever regret thee, dear friend of my heart. 
Though years may paM o'er me, and coldness impart,- 
Still Mem'ry will treasure thy sweetness and truth. 
And lead me back aigbing to days of my youth. 



To that happy time, when all sunshine and g 
We laughed away sadness — no care could we 
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And to d&^fl &Uo fled when in Sorrow's d&rk night 

Thon hast cheered me with hopes of a getuon more bright. 

Bnt let me not murmur or weakly complain 
That thj spirit ia freed &om Mortality's chain, 
Exempt from aH cares of the future thou'lt rest, 
No more mil Earth's woes thj calm slumber molest. 

Farewell ! then, dear fiiead, soon will Life pa^ away, 
Hope points to the tomb for thou leadest the way ; 
And oh ! when this term of probation b o'er, 
Agftin we shall meet to be parted no more. 



No mora .' — Oh '. sad and solemn words, 
What nuramfal echoes woke, 

Aa o'er the heart's reaponsiTe chords 
Thy murmurs f^tly break, 

Fain would the human mind restore 
All that is fled to come — no mora / 



No more, — oh ! inth what bitterness 
We muse upon the post, 
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When blighted is the happiueBB 
Youth round the spirit cost, 

When dreams of future joj are o'er 
And fairy Hope returns — no more ! 



No more — as o'er their graves we bend. 

The beautifnl and yoang ; 
Or mourn some fondly cherished friend. 

Whose heart to ours had clung. 
Oh ! then the fervent prayer we pour 

To meet when Time shall be — no mort 



No more, — oh ! if in early youth 
These words by chance are breathed, 

The Spirit's sunBhine — lightness — trutii 
Knows not the cares enwreathed, 

Dwells not on woes which yet in store 
Beveal the import of — no more ! 



And when expanded full, mature 

Our hopes have blossomed free, 
In joy — in bliss — we smile secure 

UnconsciouB they must flee, 
Then happily we tread Life's ehoie 

And bask 'neath Suns which smile — (u> more ! 



For this brief season soon is spent. 
The heart's gay smnmer fled, 
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And hopes that to the "jtmug were lent, 

Too fondly nouriBhed, 
In ruing lie, the hue they wore 

Bemains in mockery of — tio more ! 



THE PABTING. 



" Mait'4 lave u of hia life a thiDg apart, 
'Ti« tBBman'i whole eiiatanoe." BtroH. 



Thet parted ; 'twas a summer eve, 

One heart was left to pine and grieve. 

To weep and mourn the golden Past, 

And sigh to feel it would not last ; 

To nurse regret, till cheek and eye 

Grew dim with thought of days gone by. 

She might not bury one sweet dream. 

Or cast into oblivion's stream 

One gentle word that he had spoken. 

One smile, one look, or one soft token 

That breathed Affection's fervid sway. 

And flung a haXo o'er her way. 

All, all waa treasured ; woman's heart 

May burst, may break, — but never part 

With ev'n the record of a sigh 

The loved one breathed, when he was nigh. 
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' Joy's ihada alone remained to her, 
And she became its worshipper ; 
Still clung with faith, tinfaxUng, firm. 
Nor heeded how the "canker worm," 
Which darklj seizes on its prey, 
Was wearing fast her life away. 
It foond her by the midnight lamp. 
When cold dews on her brow hung damp ; 
When the pale cheek, the silent tear. 
Told the internal strife Be?ere ; 
Bespoke the agony within, 
The tHng — without the ^mlt of sin. 
Oh, Love ! why dost thou deck thy face 
With such a sweet and winning grace ? 
Why wear thy bright, enchanting smile. 
The young heart only to beg^e ? 
Oh, wherefore is thy brilliant dower. 
Fleeting as an April shower 7 !! 

Fading as the flowers that lie. 
Scattered by the Zephyr's sigh ? 
The lightest breath but curls their leaves. 
When, oh ! the dream that so deceives, — 
Their light is gone, their charm is fled. 
Their fascination TanishSd. 
Thus fleeting is Lore's blissful reign ! 
The ^ightett cause may loose its chain. 
And all that once was bright and green 
Seems as it nerer yet had been. 
To all sare one. Oh, why should she 
Not find a chum in norelty ? 
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Theie cut thmi spells about iiis patii 
Wi^ potant power, until lie hath 
Attained, in spirit and in name, 
The worlding's oold and hollow lame. 
Or, if he seeks awhile to lose 
In lighter shades nxo^ sombre hues, — 
The festive dance, the revel gtkj, 
With smiles which Beant/s bps display. 
The witching song, the fairy scene, 
With music, — fascination's queen, — 
These &om bis heart have power awhile 
To chase the gloom his care* beguile. 
But is he happy ? The lone hour, 
Oh ! brings it not fond Memory t power, 
Whose witching spells at once restore 
The purer j oys and hopes of yore ? 
He will not dwell upon the thought ; 
Crowds banish it ; but never aught 
Of after-life a joy can bring 
Like that which gladdened in his spring. 



And woman, what renuuns for thee ? 
Thou who, in truth and purity. 
Wast left ? 'Tis bat a common tale, 
Nor will the narrative avail 
Thee aught. — A sered and broken heart, 
A wilderness in which thy part 
Must acted be, for long, lone years. 
Yes, in deep agony and tears ! 
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A broken heart umj still lire on. 

Though all its hopes be wrecked and g;oiie, 

Though life to it no calm can ^Te, 

Though yearning for the grave, 'twill live. 

O'er cheek which smilea may never light. 

O'er brow atill fair, but sad as night, 

O'er all, a fearful cbud is spread, 

A blank &gin which thoa tum'st with dread. 

For though the thunder peal is o'er, 

The lightning's flash is seen no more. 

The desolation it hath wrought 

Remuns, to tell the power it brought. 

But in this waste of feeling drear. 

This ravage of the mind severe. 

In all the bitterness of woe 

Does thy heart no reproaches know ? 

Is memory still thy treasured shrine, 

And worshipped almost ss divine ? 

'Tit mm to. — The world may wring, 

And cold neglect its arrows fling. 

But woman's true and trusting heart 

From its fond faith will never part. 

Her earnest truth knows no decay ; 

Unfalt'ring — ^firm — it lives /br aye. 

Seek for her when few years are past. 
You'll find her lonely grave at last. 
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LIFE WAS A WILDERNESS. 

Life was a wilderness, a desert, where 

No beauty brightened, and no blossoms grew ; 

Yet, from surroonding desolatioa, there. 

More dear in darkness, one sweet flow'ret threw 

A jneitdly ray, which, tike the glowworm's light. 

Cheers the lone wand'rer throngh the gloom of night ; 

That flower art thou, and shoidd its virtues fade, 

Then life to me again a waste were made. 

My sky was dark, though gemmed with many Itars 

That might have shed a radiance o'er my way ; 

But none could cheer or warm, till, from afar. 

Gifted with potent power, pecvUar sway. 

One there appeared, whose rays diffusive shone. 

Imparting life to all they rested on ; 

Thou art that star, &nd, should its light grow dull. 

Then would my cup of earthly woe be full. 

My lot was poverty, no wealth was mine ; 
No shining treasures spread their lure for me, 
No radiant jewels, won from Fortune's shrine. 
Or sparkling gold enriched my treasury ; 
Now, wealth and treasure I no longer lack, 
Nor Fame, nor Fortune, thoa art oS to me. 
And rather would I die, than lose the track 
Of one bright spot thou'tt left in memory. 
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SPRING FLOWERS. 



SPBlKa flowers, spring flowers, 

Lo»ely firHtlings of the year, 
Where's the heart that scorns jour powers ? 

JojB not in jour presence here ? 

Spring flowers, spring flowers, 

Welcome on our path je rise ; 
Krst to chose the dreary hours, 
-And flourish fair 'neath stormy skies. 

Spring flowers, spring flowers, 

Softlj stealing do ye come. 
Winning back this world of ours. 

From its garb of Wintry gloom. 

Spring flowers, spring flowers. 

Pale and deUcate are ye ; 
Buffeted by wind and showers. 

Faithful in adversity. 

Spring flowers, spring flowers. 
Fairest, sweetest gems of earth, 

Won from Eden's happy bowers. 
Angels smiled upon jour birth. 
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Spring flowers, apring* flowers, 
Stuuless are the hopes je bear. 

Meek Bs childhood when it pours 
On high, its first and holy prayer. 

Spring flowers, spring flowers, 

Dwellers 'neath the mild sunbeam, — 

Innocence and grace are jours, 
Gtilding Fancy's brightest dream. 

Spring flowers, spring flowers. 
Emblems fair of Beauty's dawn. 

Opening Childhood, Lots's yonng hours. 
Painting meetly Hope's bright mom. 

Spring flowers, spiiiig flowers. 
Say not they are useless things 

Sent to raise the drooping powers, 
Whisper of perennial springs. 

Spring flowers, spring flowers, 
Earth without your like would be 

Dark and sad our only dower. 
Stem and cold reality. 

Spring flowers, spring flowers. 
Wayside wildings, — garden gems. 

Ever to the heart that's pure, 
Ye are peerless diadems ! 
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THE CHILD OF SONG. 



Hope, hope, thou art the earthly star, 

To which the Poet dings. 
The beftcon that directs afar, 

We fond imagininga. 

Without thee, all irithin were dark 

A chaos, with no beam 
To light his riohlj laden back 

Along Life's treach'rooa stream. 

Yes, sweet hope of Heaven, thou'rt born 



The guide on earth of hearts forlorn, 
An antidote to care. 



The Poef 8 wealth,— liis all of bliss. 

Thy Tisionary joy, 
Thy rainbow hues awhile are his, 

A lure without alloy. 

With buoyant step and radiant eye, 

A ipirit wild and free, 
Fraught with aspirings, pure and high. 

Attuned to Iiarmony, 
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Hu Fancy weaves a tiwne bright 

Of many-coloured d jes ; 
But evanescent as the light, 

That tingei evening skiev. 

For cddneu chilb the spirit's tmth. 
And checks its bright career. 

And drowns the fury dreams of youth 
In disappointment's tear. 

Then, Poesy, thy brilliant dower 

Hath many sad aUoys ; 
'Tis dearly purchased by the wreck 

Of all the yonng heart's joyt. 

And the world's smile — a mockery, 

The Poet's only meed, 
To hearts he pictures hope and joy. 

While hit, unwept, must bleed. 

The sweetest note that swells his Lyre, 

And trembles on its strmgs, 
Whio^ lisfning crowds applaud, admire. 

The silent teor-diop wrings. 

For oh, when softest is the strun. 
And most inspired the song, 

'Tis then he feels tlie keenest pain„ 
Suffers the coldest wrong. 
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It is not that he's doomed to bear 
More than the common lot, — 

But, sensitire, he shrinks from care, 
When others heed it not. 

Then ma; the gentle, feeling heart, 
While pond'riiig o'er the laj. 

Whose hnming wonU delight impart, 
Not heedless turn awa;. 

For words of kindness oft may smooth 
The path ohscured by wrong ; 

And gentle pity sweetly soothe 
The hapless Child of Soty. 



THE DEFORMED. 



Oh ! come my child, thy father's heart 
In all thy sorrows bears a part ; 
Thy childish griefe his love shall chase, 
And bid them to a smile pre pla«e. 

Confide to him thy bosom's grief. 
Paternal love shall bring Belief ; 
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SHall dry tbe tears that dim thine eye. 
Nor let a care thj peace destroy. 

Come, then, unboBom to me now. 
What brings the shadow to thy brow ? 
'Tis yet too soon for aught like woe 
Its mantle o'er thy path to throw. 

Alas ! my father, dearest friend. 

The choicest gift that Heaven conld send. 

The only one the grave hath left, 

Of mother — aister — all — ^bereft. 



Oh ! shall I e'er forget that day 
When both our dear ones paas'd away ? 
To you my Mother's last worda were. 
Live for our child, he'll need thy care : — 

The world, with prejudices weak. 
May raise a blush on hu fur cheek, 
TT'a feelings wound, — his feelings warm, 
With taunts on his imperfect form ; — 

As yet, upon his future state. 
He cannot know what trials wait. 
Be thou his comforter and guide. 
Soon will he have no friend beside I 
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She <Ued, — her words I treasured well, 
Though I their meamug could not tell ; 
But now, oUs ! too oft I find 
Their import present to mj mind. 

Where'er I am, each passer b; 
Looks on me with a pitjing eye. 
Each gentle heart deplores my lot, 
Utiioted, — hj all save thee forgot. 



Mj playmates now, — each fonuM joy,- 
No more can cheer the hapless boy ; 
Thy love alone hath power to bless. 
And save from utter loneUness ! 



1 may not brook the world's contempt ; 
I long to be from pun exempt ; 
Oh, let me to my mother go, 
I cannot bear this weight of woe ! 



I do not mourn my early doom, 

For future years could bring but gloom ; 

One only sorrow pains my heart. 

My Father ! thou and / must part. 

But grieve not, soon again we'll meet. 
Where hope and bliss will be complete — 
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Where earthly cues can never come. 
Nor anglit disturb our peaceful home. 

He ceased, — the mourning pareot wept, 
But soon his child iu silence slept, — 
No mote that gentle, feeling heart 
May fear the norld's envenomed dart. 

The father, in the world alone, 
Houms deeply for the loved one gone, — 
Yet tears of thsnkfuhiefls will flow 
That he b ta'en &om future woe. 



ON THE OLD YEAR. 



Anotbeb year is past. 
Now, for ever fled, — 

It might not, could not last, 
It is with the dead. 



Silent and cold ae they. 
Buried low it lies, 

Passed like a dream away 
Never more to rise. 
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A shade on oar pathway, 
A wave on the deep. 

As the sunbeams that play, 
The wild winds that sweep. 

It is g^ne, nor one trawe 
Remaineth to tell — 

Of its giant-like race 
The Bpot where it fell, 

Its joy and its sorrow. 
Its hopes and its fears, — 

Nor can the heart borrow 
Relief from its tears. 



Its pain and its sadness, 
The blias that beguiles, 

And lost is the gladness 
Late won from its smUes. 



In Mmnoty only. 

Unheard and onseen, 
'Twill live with the lonely 

A thing that hath been. 

Fondly. linked with its joy. 
Or mourned with its woe. 

Mingled sad in the dgh, 
In tears as they flow. ' 



DiailizodbvGoOglc 



UlSCELLANEODB FOEUB. 



Th« ChristUo with calmneM 
BeriewB his career, 

ReconUng with meekneH 
The TaniahSd jev. 

Vfiih mx inward content 
He smiles on the pott, 

TT*i1n the Future as meant 
Not ever to last. 



But silently trusting. 
Though Tune doth deeatf, 

.Bemi^, beaming 
Will not paBB away. 



TO A WINTER BIKD. 
" OTsr the Deep — Ibe free Bird finds iU home." 



Little flutt'rer, sweetly singing, 

Thou art ever welcome here, 
Though no sunbeams hui thy coming. 

Herald of the Winter drear, — 

Yet, still I love thee. 
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Wby flo timid ? I'd not harm thee, 
Bot fondly stroke thy beanteous breast, 

rd caress tliee, feed thee, warm thee, 
Here safely nestled, thou shouldst rest, — 
For much I lore thee. 



rd not of Liberty depriTe thee. 

No I thon shouUst wander at thy will. 

Then Gratitude, would gently cluun thee,' 
Its tie would bind thee to me still, — 

Thou wonldst not leave n 



But, in coming hours of sadness. 

When Winter roimd hath cast a spell, 

Thon wouldst tune thy notes to gladness, 
And thus of brighter momenta tell, — 

To soothe and cheer a 



Thy warbling voice, were far more dear. 
Then aught the cold world can impart, 

Thy glance eipreasiTe, more sincere. 

More true, more welcome to my heart,^ 

They'll not deceive me 



Then, little flutfrer, tarry near m 
A wanner friend thou'lt seek ii 
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No Btorm shall rMch, no danger ware llwe 
Here, tott thy rest — and bright thy reign. — 
Then ceaie ta feu me. 



And when the sweet Spring-time is come. 
And gladnees tmiles o'er earth and sea, 

Then thou shalt seek Hij natJTe home. 

Plume well thy wings, uid wander free, — 
Nor linger near me. 



But, as the Seasons roll aloag. 

And Wintry clouds again shall lower, 

I'll watch thy coming — hall thy song. 
And welcome joyfully once more — 

A Friend so faithful. 



And when within my hmnbU cot, 

At length thou'lt miss utj tender care, 

Seek out my grave, a lonely spot. 
And erer sweetly warble there, — 

While I am sleeping. 
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HISTORIC FBAOMENTj—AsNo 1211. 



" King Jolin had demsnded the eldeit aoa of 'Williah di Bkaosb, 
Lord of Bnmbet, In Sourx, u > page to wa[t on Qneen I«abe1)a, 
meaning him, in realitj, as a hiMtage for Ilia father's allegiance. Wheo 
the King*! mcBKage vai deliiered at Braniber by a courtiir, who ban! 
the ominaiii name of Mialao (' Petar de Uauluo nai uid tu be the as- 
■iitint of John in tbe mnrdei of Arthur, hence the t&unt of the Ladj 
da BraeH') — Spetd. The imprudent Ladj de Brum declared in hii bear- 
ing that abe would not aarrender her obildren to a King who had mur- 
dered hii own Nephew, — theae word* were dul; reported. The Ijulj de 
Braoae repented of her raabneia when it waa too late, and airore in Tain 
to propitiate Qneen Isabella bj rich gifte ; among other aSeriogi abe aent 
a preaent of sherd of four hundred cowa, milk white. Tbia strange 
preaent did not avert tbe deadlj wrath of King John, who aeized tlie 
fomllj, and oniTejed them to the old caitle of Windaor, where thej 
were delibeiatelj ataned to death, — father, mocher, and Atb ianooent 
little onea."-~iftn Strkiiand't Lmet oftht Queent of England. 



Oo, be&r this mesaa^ to jour King, proud Sir, the Lad; sud. 
As with an anxious heart she threw around each infant head 
Her BDOw-white arms, and fondly drew to her raatemBl breast 
Her first-bom Son, a noble boj, her beautiful, her best — 
Like to the watchful Parent-bird, who hovers o'er her young 
With eager eye and outspread wing, to shield &om fraud 
and wrong. 

Qo tell your King no child of mine a fealty shall own. 
Or crouch beneath a Tyrant's nod, though seated on a throne, 
I will not yield my precious boy, — ^ood, fair, and innocent. 
Whose guileless spirit is as pure as Heaven's own firmament. 
Whose ui^lluted mind yet soars, from (dl contagion free, 
A stranger to each vice that lurks 'mid Courtly revelry. 
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No, DO, I will not give m^ cliild, agtun the Ladj spoke, 
But faltering her accents now, aa wild emotion woke 
Within her breast, which blanched her cheek into the lilf 'a hue. 
And nearer to the felon Knight with mjstic look she drew, — 
Oh ! little ken ye of the love a Mother's heart can feel, 
Which nightly TigilSrCare-lraughtdajs, can never ^/reveal. 

If thou canst deem, that Mother e'er, a trtutor to her child, 
Wonld willingly resign the Dove, to feed the Vulture wild ; 
Would lead the gentle victim forth, though rank and 

honours wait. 
With e'en the amiles of Royalty to gild his high estate — 
When he who would the charge receive, to whom homage 

should be due, 
'Neath jewelled crown, and ermined robe, hides a soul of 

blackest hue. 

A craven heart that prompted him to stain the crown he 

His dastard spirit steeled 'gainst a prostrat« suppliant's 

prayers, 
And bade the Monarch of a realm his Royal hands imbue 
With blood, to which a kindred stream his own veins drcles 

through; 
And he, who, demon like, beheld the princely Arthur die. 
Think you, to him, I could confide my pure and noble boy ? 



No, no ! the desart's savage Lion mates not with the Lamb — 
And sad the tender youngling's ia,te, deserted by its dam, — 
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The forest wild, tlie desart drear, with Nature for ius gvide, 
And One to bucgoot and to ahield, who rides on wind and 

tide, 
Were better far, than yield him up, to swell the courtly 

trftin 
That cringw round your blood-Rtained King — despotic, 

vengeful, vain! 

Oh ! Lady, rash thy words kave been, though generous thy 

The flaahing of yon Courtiei^a eye, it bodeth thee no 

good,— 
Burning with rage, o'er hill and dale, he speeds his courser 

Nor stays nntil, with maUce dire, unto the Royal John 
Thy ill-adriBed speech is borne, — it moves the Monarch's ire. 
And ne'er mth him did wrath awake, and unavenged expire ! 



From Windsor Castle's stately heights, and lofty turrets 
The Day-god's rich and lustrons light had faded quite 

Night's lengthened shadows crept along, and ^^fliened o'er 

the ground, 
.The Spectre — silence, wrapt in gloom, cast her dark spells 

around, — 
Pale Cynthia rose dejectedly — as if from Sorrow's tomb— 
An ashj hue her brow o'erapread — unwonted in its gloom. 
«2 
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Oh I nig^ of hom» ! — ^Natme shrank from Maiit unjivt 

decree, 
And God — ^tbe Great Ohnifoteht — more murdM than 

he— 
With Uol; and Omniscieat eje, pierced e'en the dm^eon's 

Where John's pow helpIeM CaptiTes laj, pent in their living- 
tomb ; — 
Oh I 'twas a scene to nerve the Brave, for Retiibntion's 

When Jvttiee " made tlie Tyrant feel" his injured "p©<q)le'a 

Stretched in ft low, damp prison-room, within the Royal 

Deep, dMp — where Pitj ooold not reac£, to mar the project 

Tile— 
The ill-starred group of victims la; — the beaudM, the 

yonng,— 
Ere meagre Want had dimmed each eje, and rUlled each 

prattling tongue ; 
The shrunken forms^the wasted limbs — the ghastly look of 

The anguish of the Deatb-pang spoke, the wildneu of 
Despair! 



There lay the Sire— a noble wreck, cut o£f in Manhood's 

"Kva aa the Oak — which, tempest-struck — beads low before 
its time ; — 
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Tlie Mother, with her anxious hopes — her fond, maternal 

Her deep devotion to her Lord — her joje — her earnest 

prayers, — 
In the same icj grasp reclined — and who her woe shall 

teU— 
As one, by one, her little ones — ^famished— exhausted — ^fell t 



She could not save ! but deathless Lore did Life's fliclc'ring 

lamp supply. 
Till all was lost ! — then she wildly gasped, " My Ood, note 

let mtf die V 
Alas ! that English hearts should e'er, in England's Annals 

trace. 
The record of so fool a crime, or know a mind so base ! — 
Once swayed the Sceptre — wore the Crown— and o'er this 

H miliTior I^and, 

E'en as a Turkiih Detpot ruled, with heavy — iron hand. 



In vain, to deprecate his wrath, the luckless Mother strove — 
Rich presents, costly offerings failed, his haughty heart to 

In vain the troop of " milk-wlute kine," " a peerless herd," 

surround, — 
This Monarch of a day disdiuned to tread on sainted 

ground — 
To follow in his Master's steps — to know the Love Hb 

taught, — 
But sacrificed at Moloch's shrine, and bowed to Juggemant \ 
.*3 
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Just God ! Thy vengeance slept awhile, — Thy mercy . 

spared the worm. 
Who, "decked in brief authority," foi^t how short the 

Allotted him, nor from the dream — the fatal dream — awoke. 
Till TreacAtty umed a deadly dart, and on his spirit broke 
The thnnd'ringB of Thi awful voice, — and Am tba Tyrant 

turned 
For Meny to the GOD, whose Laws he'd trampied on and 

tfwmed! 



WHAT IS POETRY? 



Go, ask the Deep, in its season of rest, 
Wiien, wavelesa and calm it« shadowless breast, 
'Neath some spell, " like a cradled creature lies," 
Reflecting the beauties of earth and skies I 
Or when the sea-sprite bath risen in might. 
And the howling winds sing a parting knell. 
Wave leaps o'er wave, to a fathomless grave, 
And echo responds from her secret cell, 
Wbere lost treasures of earth in silence dwell ! 



Go, ask the sky, and each glittering star, 
Will the Spirit lead to the bright, afar ? 
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But lucid or dim, o'enludowed (S chsax, 
^ is fair, and good, and beautiful here ; 
There is a power, in the simplest flower, 
\nth the budding leaf, and tli« spreading tree, 
And the sparkling' stream, with its pleasant theme, 
To whisper of Hope, Lore, and Harmon; — 
So inspiring is Nature's melodj. 

What is Poetr; P — Go gaie on the Bride, 
Who timidly kneels b; her Lorer's ude, — 
There's a tear on her cheek, fhed for the past, — 
For ties she is breaking — hopes OTeroast, — 
But, oh ! in her eye, what fond raptures lie. 
In one gentle glance what a tale is told, — 
The tear is forgot, her heart yeameth not 
For pleasures of Childhood — Friendships of old, — ■ 
Love — strong as Death — doth its feelings infold 1 

Qo, look on the young Mother's pure whit« bro«» 
Her fond heart is fuU of poetry now, — 
Smiling she bends, from her first-born to take 
The sweet Bose of Summer, culled for her sake ; 
In her heart is a mine of treasure divine — 
Sparkles which glitter 'neath Love's gentle tlirall,— 
That bright Rose may fade — the sunshine be shade. 
And withering grief o'er her glad spirit fall. 
But its sensations sweet will never pall. 

OK ! 'til poetry dU, on this wide earth. 

From the bright Sunbeam to the Cricket's mirth,— 
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It dwelleth toiAitt — it expands — refines, — 

Nor beats there a heart,' but around it twinei, 

Some of its power — a gentle dower — 

Which breathes of the soul's immortality, 

A spark divine— wod from Heaven's own shrine- 

And cold, and vapid, and vun must he be 

Who scorns the sweet power of Poety .' 



THE WEARY ONE. 



" Oh I br th« wings ultb wbicb Cb« Dov« 
FIie> to the "llej of bet tert." 



" I AM weary of life, and I long to die," — 

This world hath no charm to my prejudiced eye; 

Oh I I long to mount on a Seraph's wing, 

And join tn the glad songs that Angela sing ; 

My spirit disdMns its entbralment here, 

But sighs for that home, where the eye sheds no tear, — 

Where gorrowe no longer can harass the breast, 

Bat all is compoBUJ*e, contentment, and rest ; — 

This beautiful earth — with its fruits, and its flowers — 

No more I behold as in Childhood's gay hours,"- 

It then appeared lovely — beauteous, and ftur — 

No clouds marred the sunshine, no tempesta were there. 
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WitL piearare, alas \ could I dwell on those years, 

When the liB«rt'B free from wjrrow — the ejelid from tewB,— 

Save those which in Gfaildhood oft moisten the cheek. 

No anguiih they hetaU— no care they bespeak, — 

Each moment was winged with new bHas, as it flew— 

Such hliss &s the future could nerer renew, — 

That future, alas ! — what could it imply ? 

I knew not it* meaning — I breatiied not its sigh. 

The ppMent was mine, — but those momentH are fled — 

Those innocent joys are all withered and dead ; 

The world is the same, and its flowers are as fair, 

As when first in their beanty I gathered them there, — 

'Tis this dnU heart, alas 1 no pleasure caa find 

In scenes which could gladden my infantile mind, — 

For Time hath rolled o'er me, and brought in its flight 

New hopes, new aepiringe — new dreams of delight ; 

/ i^h not for Fame — earthly laureb will fade, — 

Nor for Beauty — so frul, at beat bnt a shade, — 

I euTy not those — the gay dau^ter^ of earth — 

Endowed with its gifts, riches, honours, and hirth, — 

Can wealth, rank, and splendour give feelings refined. 

Or grant to their owner true greatness of mind ? 

Will they give with the power, the wHi, to impart 

Assistance to sorrow, and joy to the heart — 

With words of soft Pity the humble to blesa— 

To soothe the afflicted, and succour distress P 

If with riches, and power, these virtues were given. 

The wealthy would find a sure passport to heaven. 

I sigh not for crowds, where the gay heart is blest, 

And heartlessness findeth its home in the breast, — 
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No ! i^ve me afiectimi — wann, ardent, and pun, — 
Which storms cannot bUght, which for o^ ghail eodore, — 
Unchanging through Life's hnsy pathway of woe, 
Which doubts, nor misginngs, nor jealonsies know : 
This, this is the only true blessing of earth — 
Its value is pricelega, and peerleu its worth, — 
'Tis a treasure too vatt for the AGser to count, — 
It is Nature's own gem, caught from Feeling's pure fount ; 
Its presence would make e'en a desert more bright 
Than halls of ga; splendour, bereft of its light ; 
But, though pure be its attributes, lucid its ta,j — 
Like the Lilj, its emblem, 'twill wither away — 
When the bosom that cherished its sweetness is laid 
Quiet — lonelj — and still, in the valley's deep shade. 
Then since earth, and all earthly affections, are vfun, 
I would sigh for that home where true joys ever reign ; — 
Yes ! I fain would aspire to those regions bo blest, 
Where, in freedom from sorrow, the weary may rest, — 
When this sad life is o'er, might 1 hope there to dwell. 
With what joy would I bid this vun world a farewell ! 



LINES IN CONCLUSION. 

And now, my own lored Harp, I bid farewell 

Awhile to thee,— 
Thy witching power — thy soul-subduing spell 

Mutt vanquished be. 
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Hj la^ if Bung, — my simple ttuk u done ; 

Oh I not in tub, 
If but the pruse of one pure heart be won 

For my wild Btrain. 

These, the tibst flowers, won from the Mote's shrine, 

I gladly bring, 
The AwnUe wreath round Friendihip't name to twine 

An ofiering 

Of little worth — a rude, untutored song, — 

But, if t^fun. 
It should be mioe (my simple Lyre new strung) 

To wake a strain 



Of loftier melody,^-oh ! proudly then 

Frienddiip to (A«e, 
The higher, happier efforts of my pen 

Inscribed shall be ! 



And now, to each, and all, I bid fakewell ! 

Kind &iends, for you 
Round my heart MEMORY twines her strongest spell— 

Adiat ! — Adim ! 
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